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TO BOLDLY GO <- =" 
WHERE NO MAN 
HAS GONE BEFORE: 


Aglow with 24-karat gold 
electroplate and sparkling with 
crystals, the Starship Enterprise 
is shown smaller than actual size 
of approximately 10° In length. 


The first pewter re-creation ever author- 
ized by Paramount Pictures of the most 
famous starship of all time. 


The Starship Enterprise.” Symbol of the eternal 
quest to explore new worlds. 

Now, the starship that carried Kirk, Spock 
and Uhura to the far reaches of the galaxy can 
be yours. Announcing the first fully authorized 
pewter re-creation of the starship that has 
inspired millions. 


ALITHORIZED BY PARAMOUNT PICTURES 


The Franklin Mint 
Franklin Center, Pennsylvania 19091 


Precisely reproduced with assistance from 
STAR TREK creator Gene Roddenberry. 


Sculptured and handcrafted in fine hand- 
finished pewter, The main sensor and navi- 
gational deflector glow with 24-karat gold 
electroplate. The top propulsion units blaze 
with fiery red crystal cabochons. 

Available only on planet Earth, and only from 
The Franklin Mint. 

Priced at $195. 


AUTHENTICATED BY GENE RODDENBERRY 


Yes, | want to take advantage of the unprecedented opportunity wha signature 
from Paramount Pictures to acquire the only authorized and fully 
authenticated pewter replica of the Starship Enterprise.” The / Mr./Mrs./Miss 


reproduction is hand-cast in fine imported pewter, hand-chased 
and hand-rubbed to a classic patina, and accented with crystals pee ee Faken Address 
and 24-karat gold. § 1000 Paramount Picture 
| need send no money now. | will be billed for my deposit of oes STAR Staci City, State, Zip 
$39-* prior to shipment and then in 4 equal monthly installments US.5 y Go Where 12135- 129 
of $39.* each, after shipment No Man Has : Trademarks of Each replica of the Starship Enterprise is accompanied by a Certificate of 
“Pius my state sales tax and a total of $4. for shipping and handling Par t Pictures Auihe nth city with Gene Roddenberry's Signature 


The 20 Worst 
College Football 


Teams, as selected | | 


by our fearless 
pigskin analyst, 


Larry Linderman, is | 


a perennially 
popular Penthouse 
tradition. 
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But we're afraid that 
this year, Larry's 
selection is overshad- 
_ owed by the rea/ 


scandals of college 
sports. The corrup- 
tion is dramatically 
illustrated in our 
exclusive excerpt 
from Down and Dirty: 
The Life and Crimes 


of Oklahoma Football. 


Charles Thompson, 
once the star quarter- 
back for the mighty 
University of Okla- 
homa Sooner football 
team, tells how he 


| went from sitting on 


top of the world to 
languishing in a cell 
in a federal peniten- 
tiary in Texas, serving 
a two-year sentence 
for conspiracy to 
distribute cocaine. 
This story, which 
Thompson wrote with 
Penthouse Special 
Features Editor Allan 
Sonnenschein, 
graphically recounts 
for the first time just 
how rotten many 


| college athletic pro- 


grams have become. 
Thompson's story 
shows the many 
pervasive dangers 
inherent in our so- 
called institutions of 


HOUSECALL 


higher learning, which 
too often allow young 
athletes to be materi- 
ally enriched and 
adored by powerful 
alumni, college offi- 
cials, and female 
students. At Okla- 
homa—and else- 
where—this kind of 
indulgence can lead 
to bizarre and often 


| violent goings-on, 


including gang rapes, 
drug use, and shoot- 
ings. 


A Faint Cold Fear 
Robert Daley's 
Prince of the City 
was a landmark non- 


| fictional portrait of 


police corruption. 
This month we're 
proud to preview 
Daley’s latest novel. 
It’s a thriller that takes 
us, unforgettably, 
straight into the heart 
of Colombia's noto- 
rious Medellin drug 
cartel. A former New 
York deputy police 
commissioner, Daley 
has become a master 


storyteller whose 
detailed knowledge of 
murder and double- 


| dealing is—youll 


discover—all too chill- 
ingly convincing. 


| Perhaps the greatest 
| satirist of all time, 


Jonathan Swift, 
once defined humor 
as “odd, grotesque, 
and wild.” That's also 
a perfect description 
of our newest resident 
prankster, Jackie 
“the Joke Man” 
Martling, who has 
already proven his 
popularity by the 
volume of mail we 
receive for him every 
day (and that makes 
him popular with us 
as well)... . And 
while we're on the 
subject of humor, be 
sure to read Larry 
King’s memorable 
profiles of master 


| comics Jackie 
| Mason, Jay Leno, 


and Albert Brooks 
(an enlightening and 
entertaining excerpt. 


| from our nation’s most 


popular interview 
host's most recent 
book, Jeli Me More, 
written with Peter 
Occhiogrosso and 


published by G. P. Put-_ 
nam’'s Sons). 


Big Deals 

To many of us, poker 
may be just an enter- 
taining diversion, but 
Britain's famous biog- 
rapher Anthony 
Holden (whose life 
stories of Laurence 
Olivier and Prince 


| Charles are classics 
of the genre) 


explains—in an 
excerpt from his book 
Big Deal: A Year as a 
Professional Poker 
Player, to be pub- 
lished by Viking—why 
the game has 
become his life’s 
obsession. As En- 
gland's top-rated 
player, Holden knows 


| whereof he speaks, 


and after reading his 
highly literate and 
amusing account, you 


| may well agree with 


another great British 
writer, W. Somerset 
Maugham, who 
opined: “Poker's the 
only game fit for a 
grown man.” ... But 
with all due respect to 
Messrs. Holden and 
Maugham, we feel 
that by far the most 
fitting games for 


| grown men are those 
| that include the active 


participation of grown 
women. Lest you 
have any doubts on 
that subject, check 
out our royal flush of 
beautiful October 
Pets. You don't need 
a whole lot of savvy 
to see at once that 
they comprise a truly 
winning hand—and 
any betting man (or 


| woman) will agree 


that they're a sure 
thing ... this month 
and always.Ot+-q 


| ROBERT DE NIRO 
RAY LIOTTA JOE PESCI 


‘As far back as I. can remember, I've always wanted 
to be a gangster.” 
—Henry Hill, Brooklyn, N.Y. 1955. 
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Home Sweet Home? 


| was hurrying home to m 
lovely wife Yvette one day. | had 
left work early because | 
couldn't concentrate—all | 
could think about was ripping 
her clothing off and going down 
between her luscious brown 
legs. | love watching the 
smile on Yvette's lips 
as she slides 
her tongue 
back 
and 


forth, wetting her 
mouth, preparing it for me. 

As rain splattered against 
the windshield of the car, | 
could see our blue house in 
the distance. Her 74 Vette was 
in the driveway, and the 
beauty of the car reminded me 
of the beauty of her body. | felt 


the bulge in my pants stiffen | 
with excitement. | pulled into | 


the driveway and hurried in- 
side. 

“Yvette, honey, I'm home." 
No answer. | peered down the 
hallway and saw that our bea- 
room door was closed and the 
light was on. | rushed into the 
room—there she was, naked 


on the bed, Sweat trickled | 


down her entire slim, tan body. 
Her breasts were heaving up 
and down as she gulped for 


| air. Her fingers were thrust in 


her tight, wet box, and her 
juices ran across the diamond 
wedding ring I'd given her. 

“| couldn't wait any longer. 
Fuck me,” she said. | was 


- trembling with excitement. We 


have been married for eight 
years, but not once had | seen 
her masturbating so intently. 
She withdrew her fingers, 
knowing that something bet- 
ter was going to take 
. their place. | tore 
my clothes off 
tm as though 


= 


they were worth- 
less threads. Then | jumped 
on top of her, grabbing my 
swollen pecker and driving 
into her hot, wet muff. 

The heat from her love tun- 
nel sent shivers through my 
body. | lashed at her mouth 
with my tongue as she pulled 
me closer. She clutched my 
ass tightly, driving my rod 
deeper and faster. | felt an or- 
gasm beginning to peak. The 


| bed slapped against the wall 
as | slapped against Yvette's 
| sweat-soaked flesh. 
Out of the corner of my eye, 


| saw something move out 
from under our bed. | snapped 
my head around and glimpsed 
a naked man running down 
the hall with a handful of cloth- 
ing. | turned to Yvette with 
disbelief on my face; a tear ran 
from her sky-blue eyes as she 
stared up at me—Name and 
address withheld 


Food for Thought 
| read your fine magazine ea- 
gerly each month, and one of 


my favorite features is the let- | 


ters you receive. | always en- 
joy hearing about readers ex- 
ploits, but until now | never 
thought anything like that 
would ever happen to me. 
However, all that changed one 
Friday night, when | had the 
most incredible experience of 
my life. | just had to write and 
share it with everyone. 
' lt was about 10:30 and 


room going over 
mm some boring math 


really didn't feel 


Normally, 
there is 
plenty to 
do on Fri- 
day nights 
at my col- 
lege, but it 
was the 
first day of 
and the 
practically 
Since | 


spring break 
Campus was 
deserted. 
couldn't af- ford to go to 
Florida a4 with my bud- 
dies, | was forced to 
spend the vacation on campus 
by myself. | was fully expecting 
a rather dull week of studying 
and watching TV. 


| was sitting inmy dorm | 


homework that | | 


like doing. | 


| SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: smoking 
By Pregnant Women May Result in Fetal 
Injury, Premature Birth, And Low Birth Weight. 


15 mg. “tar”, 1.0 mg. nicotine, av. per cigarette by FTC method. © 1990 RJ. REYNOLDS TOBACCO CO. 
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Anyway, | was concentrating on my 
math book when suddenly | heard a 
loud bang and a screech coming from 
outside. | rushed to the window to see 
what had happened. On the street be- 
low, | saw a white minivan with the 
words Jony’s /talian Restaurant on the 
side. The van pulled slowly to the side 
of the road, obviously suffering from a 
tire blowout. Relieved at an excuse to 
break up the monotony of studying, | 
decided to go outside and see if | could 
be of help. 

As | approached the van, | could see 
the driver,a slightly overweight, brown- 
haired woman who introduced herself 
as Maria. We both examined the flat 
tire, and | asked her where she was 
heading. Maria said she had been sent 
out to deliver an order of Italian food to 
a party at the home of some rich ec- 
centrics who live in the upper part of 
town. But the party had been canceled 
at the last minute and she was return- 
ing to the restaurant with their order. 
She said she didn't think there was a 
spare tire in the van, but | suggested 
that we take a look anyway. 

We went around to the back and 
Maria opened the rear doors. A warm 
rush of steam came from inside, car- 
rying the rich scent of fresh tomato 
Sauce and ltalian bread. In the cargo 
area were trays and trays of lasagna, 
meatballs, and pork smothered in 
sauce. A stack of pizza boxes lay to 
one side, and | could see what looked 
like a case of beer toward the back. 
Never in my wildest fantasies had | seen 
anything like the banquet that now lay 
before me. After living on lousy cafe- 
teria food for two months, it all seemed 
like a dream come true. 

Maria looked around and said she 
couldn't find the spare tire. She sighed, 
giving me a strangely seductive look. 
“Well,” she said, “| guess | won't be able 


| | to get back to the restaurant for a while. 


lt would sure be a shame to let all this 
food go to waste." At that, | knew some- 
thing incredible was about to happen. 


| | Maria maneuvered her pudgy frame 


into the back of the truck. | couldn't be- 
lieve my eyes as she began unwrap- 
ping the mountain of food before us. 
“Here,” she said, handing me a huge 
tray of lasagna. The dish was warm, 
heavy, and full of rich Italian smells. 
When | looked back, | noticed that 


‘ | Maria had started without me and was 
m | already busy with a large, greasy pep- 
| peroni pizza. 


| sat on the edge of the van and be- 
gan removing the tinfoil from the lasa- 
gna tray. | peeled it back slowly, care- 
fully, revealing the hot pleasures within. 
The sauce oozed like lava around the 
meaty mozzarella cheese, and pools of 
oil were everywhere. | ran my fingers 
along the edge of the tray, and then 
gently through the heart of the food, 
delighting in the warm, slippery feel of 
the pasta underneath. After a few min- 


utes of working my fingers in and out, 
| removed them and slowly licked off 
the sweet-tasting sauce. 

My sense of hunger heightened, | 
lifted the tray closer to my face. My 
hands sank into the center of the lasa- 
gna, scooping out huge globs of pasta, 
Sauce, and cheese. | lifted the food to 
my face and stuffed it sloppily into my 
waiting hole. | chewed and swallowed 
deeply, my eyes closed in ecstasy. My 
entire digestive tract tingled as the food 
made its way down my esophagus and 
into the pit of my stomach. In a frenzy, 
| grabbed for the lasagna, stuffing my 
mouth till it was about to burst, choking 
it down so fast it almost hurt, and stuff- 
ing my face again. In a matter of min- 
utes, | had lapped up the entire tray, 
licking it clean to get every drop. 

| stood up and caught my breath. 
After such a feast | was sure | could 
eat no more, but the sight of several 
open pizza boxes soon had me going 
again. Reaching out, | tore off about 
half of a huge 15-inch pizza covered 
with pepperoni, mushrooms, and sau- 
sage. | folded the thick dough and 
thrust the pizza mouthward, alternately 
chewing at the crust and then sucking 
in the tender, cheesy filling. My mind in 
a blissful daze, | spent the next several 
minutes in this position, until | had de- 
voured every last bite. 

By this time Maria had discovered 
the beer, and she handed me a tall, 
frosty bottle. | wrenched off the cap and 
lifted it to my mouth, eagerly pouring 
beer down my throat. As | drank, the 
liquid spilled out of the corners of my 
mouth and dropped onto my face, neck, 
and clothing. Oblivious to the world, | 
continued consuming the brew like a 
madman until every drop was gone. 

Finally, | could take no more. Grasp- 
ing my stomach, | stumbled toward the 
grass on the side of the road. | opened 
my mouth and burped into the warm 
night, longer and louder than | had ever 
done before, The substance of my 
belch seemed to hang in the air in front 
of me, thick with the aroma of pizza and 
beer. | burped a second time, then lay 
on the soft ground and fell into a deep, 
satisfying sleep. 

When | awoke several hours later, 
Maria and the restaurant van were 
gone. | never saw them after that night, 
but the fond memories of our encoun- 
ter will stay with me forever. Perhaps 
someday I'll meet Maria again. If | do, 
I'll be sure to write and tell you all about 
it—Name and adaress withheld 


VIDEO MAGIC 
I'd like to relate a story that has made 
a dramatic difference in my life. For the 
nine years that I've been with my wife, 
Lori, we've had a rocky marriage. She's 
a very beautiful woman, now 32 years 
old, and keeps getting better. Although 
she doesnt have big tits, she carries 
herself with class and has the best ass 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 108 


| flying heroes. Now, after a 45-year retirement 


| and production methods specified by the U.S. Air Force. 


| Please send me Cooper A-2 Genuine Leather Flying Jackets. 


THE OFFICIAL MILITARY ISSUE 
GENUINE LEATHER A-2 FLYING JACKET 


A Piece of American History. 
The A-2 Leather Flying Jacket is one of the most famous 
pieces of battle gear in history. During World War II, the 
brave pilots of the U.S. Army Air Forces relied on the A-2 for 
protection and comfort. Worn by the daring “Flying Tigers” 
who fought over China in their P-40 Warhawks. And Jimmy 
Doolittle’s B-25 bomber squadron that hit Tokyo ina 
daring carrier-launched raid. Lightweight and com- 
fortable yet “tough as nails,” the A-2 identified 
its wearer as one of an elite, brave breed of 
fighting men. 
Genuine Military Issue. 
Not a Commercial Reproduction. 
Cooper Sportswear was an original supplier 
of the A-2’s worn by America’s World War II 


_ from active duty, the 

U.S. Air Force has 

recommissioned the 

== A-2 and selected 

| Cooper as the official 

SX) Government contract 

A\) manufacturer. Now, you 

¥ can own the very same jacket 
issued to U.S. Air Force pilots. 

Not a reproduction — this is the genuine article! 


Proudly Made in the U.S.A. 
The Cooper A-2 is made in the U.S.A. using materials 


Premium hand stitched goatskin ensures MADE _ IN 
ruggedness and great looks. Knitted cuffs and §& 
waist band and a spun cotton-blend lining 
ensure draft-free comfort. Details include 
regulation snap-down collar, shoulder 
epaulets, and roomy snap-close pockets. i. SS A. 
You'll also receive a certificate of authenticity stating that 
yours is the U.S. Air Force A-2. Battle-proven and built for | 
long life, the Cooper A-2 actually gets better-looking BS ik — : : 
with age. The « ac een jac ket supplied 
Payable in Convenient Monthly Installments. to the United States Air Force 
The Cooper A-2 Leather Flying Jacket can be yours for just 
$249 (plus $7.50 shipping and handling) payable in six 
convenient monthly installments of $42.75 charged to your 
credit card. Satisfaction guaranteed. If you are not delighted 
with your jacket, simply return it in original condition 
within 30 days for exchange or refund. 


Order today. Available in even sizes 34-52 regular and 
long. Call about larger sizes (to 60) available for $50 
more. (For best fit, order one size larger than your normal 
jacket size. ) 

Normal delivery on phone orders 4-8 business days. 


CALL TOLL-FREE: 1-800-367-4534 | siete 


Willabee & Ward SSo ere Satisfaction 
47 Richards Avenue Guaranteed 
Norwalk, Conn. 06857 


CALL TOLL-FREE: 1-800-367-4534 


(PLEASE PRINT CLEARLY) 


Address 


| City/State/Zip 
Size (Even sizes 34-52):____..._[[] Regular [) Long 
Signature 


(ALL CHES SUAPECT TO ACEP TAMICE |} 
_] I prefer not to use a credit card and will pay by check. 
Enclosed is my check for $249 plus $7.50 shipping/ 
handling, a total of $256.50*. 
Credit Card # Exp. Date *Any applicable sales tax will be billed with shipment. 506-296 


Charge each of 6 installments of $42.75* to my credit card. 
L] Mastercard [] VISA [(] Discover [(] Amer. Express 
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His latest album, Sto- 
len Moments (A&M), is 
a hook-laden song 
cycle of mature reflec- 
tions on the healing 
power of love, family, 
and sobriety; it 
is a deeply 
masculine 
statement 
of strength. 

Like 
someone 
who has faced 
and cheated 

death, Hiatt con- 
siders himself to 
be living “in sto- 
len moments.” 
There ts a feel- 
ing of rebirth 

in these 
songs, but 
don't be 
scarea—Im 
not talking 
born-again, 
New Age 
pseudo-spiritu- 
al jive. |'m talk- 
ing real world. 
John Hiatt is 
quite high on 
Stolen Mo- 
ments—on 
love and life 
and the joy of 
making 
music. 

Stolen Mo- 
ments is a 
lite-affirm- 
ing testi- 
monial to 


John Hiatt keeps ° 
getting happier. And ° 
the happier he . By Vin Scelsa 
gets, the better the - John Hiatt used to be 
he writes. ° his own worst enemy, 
Songs ne wr " » sabotaging his talent 
Considering he © and career with a self- 
wrot «, © destructive streak 
6 some terrific ~ fueled by personal 
songs when he . tragedy. But in the last 
was miserable, this ° ‘© years, he's eased 
3 up, found a private 
Is really saying » Peace, and learned to 
something. © be a friend to himself. 
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| nowhere, 
| and for 


“Real 
Fine 
Love,” 
the kind 
that 
comes 
“out of 


nothing. 

We meet the first of the 
LP’s nuclear families: 
The babies are sleep- 
ing and the singer is 
reveling in “the way | 
feel tonight / A little joy 
/ A little peace / Anda 
whole lot of light." Fam- 
ily, contentment, hu- 
mor, salvation. With the 
main themes of Sto/en 


| Moments thus intro- 


duced, a dissonant 
wailing guitar flashes 
back in time to Hiatt's 
childhood; the transi- 
tion has a cinematic 
effect, like a cross- 
fade in a John Ford 


| movie. “Seven Little In- 


dians’ Is a folklike 
masterpiece about a 
family and their slightly 
mad but lovable father. 
The kids sit around the 
messy living room, lis- 
tening enthralled to 
Dad's tales of working 
in Alaska for the Army 
during World War Il. 
The old man dresses 
up in “mukluks and 
sealskin gloves / And a 
coat with beads 


FAST FORWARD 


around the 

collar’ and dances “in 
that blue TV light / Like 
it was a campfire blaz- 
ing away." Dad dies 
and the kids grow up, 
and Hiatt, telling the 
stories to his own chil- 
dren now, finds himself 
wishing he had the old 
man's Eskimo souve- 
nirs to complete the rit- 
ual. It's an achingly 
beautiful portrait of 
family life and the im- 
portance of tradition. 

“The Rest of the 
Dream” presents a 
promise from parent to 


| child: “When you can't 


find the light / At the 
top of the stairs / When 
you cry in the night / 
Well you know we'll be 


| there"—the song 


moves with a reassur- 
ing jubilation. “Through 
Your Hands,’ a duet 
with the Innocence 
Mission's Karen Peris, 
is a declaration of a 
couples mutual trust 
and faith. There's a 
hysterical look at an 
aging rocker who still 
believes in the magic 


of the music: 
the affectionate 
satire of “Rock Back 


| Billy” reminds me of 


Randy Newman. Like 
Newman, Hiatt pos- 
sesses the ability to 
distill the essence of 
entire lives down to a 
few key lines, as he 
does in the closing 
“One Kiss,” a wry ob- 
servation on aging and 
passing batons to the 
new generation: “You 


| Kids let us know when 
| you're finished with 


your artwork, chuck- 
les old codger Hiatt, 
as he and “the missus” | 
put the coffee on to 
perk at the break of 
dawn. 

John Hiatt makes 


| the poet's words 


“Grow old along with 
me! / The best is yet to 
be’ sound mighty 
damn enticing 
Whoever thought this 
would be the theme of 
great rock ‘rn’ roll? If 
you're in need of a 
hug, a laugh, an emo- 
tional boost, do your- 
self a favor—steal a 
few of Hiatt’s mo- 
ments; this record is 


contagious! O+—-_ 
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SOUND? 
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202 MPH. 
IN A LAMBORGHINI 
DIABLO. 


WITH THE ALPINE 
MUSIC SYSTEM ON. 
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© 1990 Alpine Electronics 


One look at 
the twin-turbo, 
inter-cooled 


Dodge Stealth was 


proof positive 


that it was a high- 


speed power 


spot all on its own. 
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FAST FORWARD 


By Lesley Hazleton 


I'd never been to 
Arizona before. There 
was a prototype of 
a new high-tech 
sports car waiting for 
me at the Phoenix 
airport, with instruc- 
tions on how to find 
Sedona, deep in red- 
rock-canyon country 
to the north. The 
moment | saw that 
car in the lot, | knew 
this was going to 
be a great trip. 

The car in question 
was the Dodge 


Stealth, the Mitsubishi- | 


built beauty that 
has redefined 
what a 
sports car ‘A 
could P 

and ( —— 
should 
do in the 
nineties. 
The car 
was aqua- 
blue, the 
sandstone 
mesas were red, 
and all the New Agers 
who gather in this 
part of the country to 
get energized at 
“power spots’ and 
“vortexes’ were green 
with envy. 

First off, it's a head- 
turner. The Stealth 
has that muscular, fu- 
turistic look that 
creates pure automo- 
tive lust. When | 
drove it, men's heads 
turned. When a male 
friend drove it, wom- 
en's heads turned. 

The Stealth turns 
heads—that is, if the 
heads have time to 
turn. We're talking 
about a top speed of 
159 miles per hour, 


produced by a three- 


| liter, 24-valve DOHC 


V-6 engine that de- 
velops 300 horse- 
power at 6,000 R.PM.., 
and a gratifying 307 
pound-feet of torque 
at a mere 2,500 
R.PM. 

We're also talking 
about the sports 
car of the future right 
now. The top-of- 
the-line Stealth has 


all-wheel drive, four- 


wheel steering, and 
anti-lock brakes—not 
only does it go like 

a rocket in a straight 
line, it also handles 
like a dream. This is a 


Car 


its mettle. And you 
can drive it as zest- 
fully in winter as in 
summer. The four- 
wheel drive combines 
a planetary-gear 
center differential with 
a viscous coupling 
unit to automatically 
contro! both front 

and rear slippage. 
Add in a Getrag 
close-ratio five-speed 
manual transmission, 


electronically con- 
| trolled shock absorb- 


ers on independent 


that makes ~~ 
| you search : 
| out challenging back 
| roads so it Can prove 


front and rear sus- 
pension, extra-wide 
front and rear tracks 
and high-grip 245/ 
45 series 4R-rated 
tires, and youve got 
smoothness as well as | 
speed. That's what 
sophistication does: It 
combines power 
and grace. 

The Stealth is an- 
other happy result 
of Chrysler's cooper- 
ative agreement 
with Mitsubishi, one 
of the most high-tech 
and underrated auto 
badges in this coun- 
try. The car comes 
in four Dodge models 
and three Mitsubishi 
ones, with 


slightly 
different 
styling. 
And the top- 
of-the-line Mitsu 
comes with an ‘Active 
Aero” system—when 

| you reach 50 miles 
per hour, an air dam 
lowers under the 
front of the car as the 
spoiler over the trunk 
rises and angles 
itself more steeply, 
providing more re- 
fined aerodynamics 
and improved stability 


| at high speeds. 


In Japanese the 


| top-of-the-line model 


is called the Mitsubi- 

shi 3OOOGT VR-4. 

In English it’s called 

the Dodge Stealth 

R/T Turbo. In whatever 

language you care 

to use, it’s a wide- 

built, low-slung winner. 
The limited-produc- 

tion top-of-the-line 


| turbo models are 


close to $30,000, 
while the normally 
aspirated front-wheel- 
drive Dodge model 


| is just over $15,000. 


Call me greedy; 
call me insatiable. 
Blame it on all those 
power spots and 
vortexes. But | 
couldn't get enough 
of this car. | tried 
allthe ver- | 
sions of 
i= 


Japa- 
nese and American 
badges, stick shift 


| and automatic, turbo 


and normally aspi- 


| rated, two-wheel 


drive and four. And 

when | was through, 

all | wanted was 

to keep on going. 
Some women are 

simply never satis- 


fied. Oty 


Artist Woody Jackson 
created a cash cow. 


He also prefers 
on i Christian Brothers Brandy. 


| 
i. 
ih 
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Creator, Holy Cow Inc. 
T-shirts, caps, cutouts, etc. 
Last year’s sales: $1,800,000. 


Christian Brothers. 


THE : STLAN BROTHE O08 ALC By VL (a PROOF | 
HE CHRISTIAN BROTHERS BRANDY 40% ALC, GY VOL. (90 PRO When you know better. 


Miller’s Crossing is 
a gangster film 
that shoots with a 
velvet glove. 
Filmmakers Ethan 
and Joel Coen 
frame sex, loyalty, 
and greed like 
veterans of 

The Maltese Falcon. 
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By Marcia Pally 


* Ethan and Joel 
Coen's Miller's Cross- 
ing (****) is every- 
thing David Lynch's 
work should be but 
isn't quite. Like 
Lynch, the Coens in- 
vestigate the corrup- 
tion beneath the 
white picket fences of 
American life, but 
where Lynch gawks 
at sex ana violence 
like a boy gagging at 
snot, the Coens crawl 
face-first into the de- 
cay and dig up the 
blood. Even when, as 
in Raising Arizona, 
they address Lynchs 
area of expertise— 
the corruption of 
packaging life into 
commercial-sized 
bites—the Coens get 
smart where Lynch 
gets attitude. Lynch 
stylizes hypocrisy 
and is then agog at 
his own stylization; 
the Coens turn hy- 
pocrisy belly-up and, 
smiling, ravage its 
guts. 
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About mob wars 
during Prohibition, 
Miller's Crossing 
splays out police 
complicity and dis- 
honor among thieves. 
No moves of devotion 
or treachery are 
missing, and no one 
can beat the Coens 
for cunning. From the 


| choking opening 
| scene, where a 
| sweaty mafioso (Jon 


Polito) leans over a 
mahogany desk into 


the camera, cajoling 
and then threatening 
the unseen Irish boss 
(Albert Finney), the 
story has you by your 
tie knot and drags 
you through a plot the 
envy of The Sting. 

On top of that, the 
film's a stunner. The 
Coens burnish their 
images In bronze, 

and then torch them 


‘ till the coppers 
= 


turn to ash. 
The cam- 
era flows 
, like bal- 
| let; the 
dia- 
logue, 
rimmed 
in sar- 
casm, 
isa 


of character and mo- 
tive, and the perfor- 
mances race the 
script for range and 
risk. Gabriel Byrne, 
playing Brutus to Fin- 
ney s Caesar, has the 
sort of withholding 
sexuality that makes 
women taut. Unlike, 


| say, D. H. Lawrence's 
| messy, probing fig 


imagery in Women in 
Love, Byrne plays 
with desire like a man 


: which he snaps. Fin- 
ney is coolly stubborn 
| to Polito’s dim-witted 


thuggery, and John 


| Turturro's portrayal of 


a petty Jewish homo- 
sexual bookie as- 
tounds. Sliding be- 
tween nervous self- 
abnegation and con- 


| niving, he sketches 
| the squirmy manipu- 


lations of the guy who 
is totem low man to 
everyone. Miller's 
Crossing has shim- 
mery elegance at the 


| surface and a great, 


hauling undertow. 
« At the end of the 


| First World War, thou- 


sands of French fami- 
lies trekked through 


| the country for traces 
| of missing sons and 
wonder | 


husbands while their 


government searched 
for the one guaran- 
teed unidentifiable 
body to bury in the 
Tomb of the Unknown 
soldier as a symbol 
of France's “victory.” 
The pathetic irony of 
the government's 
search becomes a 
cutting antiwar pro- 
test in Bertrand Taver- | 
nier's Life and Noth- | 
ing But (***)—an 
ardent drama with 
Tavernier’s gift for 
sumptuous scenes 
that evolves into a 
delicate romance be- 
tween a gruffly debo- 
nair officer and a 
young widow search- 
ing for her missing 
husband's corpse. 
Philippe Noiret and 
the etchedly beautiful 
sabine Azema have 
the restrained pas- 
sion of Spencer Tracy 
and Katharine Hep- 
burn late in their 
careers. 

* Pump Up the Vol- 
ume (***) tells what 
ails white teenage 
America. Christian 
slater (Heathers )— 
like James Spader, a 
sweet-looking blond 
boy who surprises 


| with bull’s-eye act- 


ing—plays a high 


| schooler who pirates 
| a radio station and 


talks about what's 


| really going down: 


sex, pregnancy, ho- 
mophobia, and teen 
suicide, for starters. 
Writer-director Allan 
Moyle needles sass 


| and punch into his 


no-bullshit script— 
though the too- 
innocent ending is 
too easy. Best line: “| 
love being the rap 
king of ... Ari- 
zona. Ot—q 
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~ OCCASIONALLY 
THE*1 SELLING LIGHT BEER | 


Every time you pour yourself a Miller Lite, you're getting the greatest beer 
in the history of the world. After all, Lite’s not some watered-down version of a 
regular beer. That’s why it tastes great. And while we're really not one to brag, / 
*gezeex~ Great taste is the reason we're America’s most popular light beer. f 


© 100 Mites Fleeing (Co. Milwaukee, il 


jf 
MILLER LITE. WHERE LESS FILLING REALLY TASTES GREAT, / 


THE 


PERFECT 


Re-cess (Webster): A break from 
Re-cess (Parliament): A unique filter for extra 


scene” 


ii ee See a matgewe. <poglll ? r | 


et titnt. eee atl) | on aaa Sk Re gor 


— 


© Philip Morris inc. 1990 


RECESS 


activity for rest or relaxation. 
smooth taste and low tar enjoyment. 


PARLIAMENT 


2) 
Z 


>< 91mg “tar” 0.7 mg nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC method... 


SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Smoking | 
By Pregnant Women May Result in Fetal 
Injury, Premature Birth, And Low Birth Weight. 


| tonguing their 


| and from my 


LETTER VE 


| enjoyed go- 


~ KAVIERA HOLLANDER 


CALL ME MADAM 


THE MONTH 
I've always 


ing down on 
women and 
sucking and 


pussy. Get- 
fing a partner 
off is pleasur- 
able to me, 


experience 
nothing ex- 
cites a wom- | 
an quite like ~. 
cunnilingus. 
several women in their early 
twenties whom I've been with 
said that their first orgasms 
came from my eating their 
pussy, and I'd been the first guy 
to ever go down on them. 

The smell and taste of a 
woman's cunt is a turn-on for 
me. Each woman is different, 
even the shape and size of her 
vulva. | realize that, unfortu- 
nately, for too long our culture 
has hit women over the head 
with unhealthy notions about 
their body, menstruation, et 
cetera, making far too many 


| self-conscious about the 


“cleanliness” of their pussy. 
Some partners I've been 


with are surprised or unbe-— 


lieving when | say that | really 
would like to eat their cunt, 
saying things such as, “! can't 
believe anyone would want to 
do that!" But when they relax 
and are already a little horny, 
! convince them that I'd love 
to eat their pussy, and they 
usually let me do it. When they 
Start to moan with pleasure 
and rub their breasts and nip- 
ples, I'm pretty sure we're both 
having fun! 
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It's not just the scent and 
taste of cunt juice that | love, 
either—a woman's vulva is a 
beautiful thing. The soft 
mountain of love fat, covered 
with hair (and for me, the big- 
ger the bush the better!), al- 
most begging for a palm to 
caress it. The outer /ips, 
sometimes concealing and 


sometimes not. The delicate 
inner lips that slip so easily in | 
and out of my mouth. Those 
| bacon with a generous por- 


moist pink lips tapering up- 
ward to the hood of the clit, 
so ready to be nudged and 
stroked by the tip of my 
tongue. Forgive me if | wax a 
little too enthusiastic, Xaviera, 
about the wonders of your 
genders love parts, but for 
this 25-year-old guy, a wom- 
an’s pussy is something not to 
miss laying your mouth, 
tongue, and eyes on! 

As | mentioned, one of the 
things I've noticed that many 


women do when I'm sucking | 


their cunt is rub their own 
breasts and nipples. As a vi- 


sual turn-on, the sight of that | 
| just adds to the pleasure |'m 


taking in farther down. I've al- 


why so many 


that. | realize 
that by strok- 
ing their own 
tits they must 
be adding to 
their plea- 
sure, but do 
women do 
that when 
they're mas- 
turbating? 
That’s some- 
thing I've al- 
ways wondered about.—A. K. 


There is an old English say- 


| ing—'A little bit of what you 


fancy does you good,” which 
is actually a diet suggestion. 
lf you suddenly have a pas- 
sionate craving for strawber- 
ries and cream, or spinach 
cooked the French way— 
loaded with butter—or just the 
simple old-fashioned Ameri- 
can breakfast—fried eggs and 


tion of hash browns—the di- 
etitians throw up their hands 
in horror and start muttering 
about calories and choles- 
terol. But the fact is, your 


ways been | 
curious, | 
though, as to 


women do | 


body's computer is telling you | 


that it needs some of those 
tasty, fattening poisons to 
make you strong and healthy. 

Unfortunately, as well as 
nutritious animal and vegeta- 
ble products, we are encour- 
aged to indulge in other stuff, 
some of which are really 
drugs, like tea and coffee, 
tranquilizers and painkillers, 


and so-called “soft” drinks. | 


We know that some of these 


are bad for us, but we're really | 


S* 


A spectacular display piece, 
authorized and authenticated 
by his family and inspired by 
a classic six-shooter from 

his personal collection. 


It is a dramatic and appropriate tribute. 
Honoring “The Duke” and the bold 
frontier. spirit he captured so perfectly 
on the screen — and wanted uso share. 

Precisely detailed, and embellished 
with images that evoke his finest 
Western films. This superb non-firing 
commemorative will be painstakingly 
crafted, sheathed im nickel, hand- 
assembled from over forty separate parts, 
and richly accented with 22 karat gold 
electroplate on the trigger guard, back- 
strap and hammer. 

The intricate oak leaf-and-scrollwork 
design recalls the great traditions of gun 
engraving. [he grip, inspired by the age- 
old art of scrimshaw, shows an American 
eagle. And John Wayne’s signature ap- 
pears on the backstrap, while the serial 
number— 151284— matches the per- 
sonal gun he carried in his Western films. 

Pick it up. Savor its weight and bal- 


<a COMME MO ATIVE 45 


ance. Cock the hammer. Sight down the 


barrel. Squeeze the trigger—and be part 
of the legend. Discovering how it must 


have felt for John Wayne to draw and aim Z 


his own Colt .45! 


It is a work of which *The Cz 


would have been proud. 


This'distinctive brass-fitted hardwood=-— 
framed wall display measures 1054"high bye 


1542" wide and will be provided at no 
additional charge. 


a 


This commemorate was inspired by the Colt .45 from john 


Wayne's personal collection. “Colt” is a registered trademark 
of Colt Ind@stries, dnc, It h as not beet authorized or endorsed 
by Colt Industriés, Inc.,.nor will it be produced ima nvanufac- 
turing facility operated by that company. * 


T™M— “John Wayne” isa trademark of Wayne Enterprises sed 


under license 
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Shown actual size. 


Order Form 


Please mail by ~ 
October 31, 1990. 


The Franklin Mint 
Franklin Center, PA 19091 


Please enter my order for the specially im- 
ported John Wayne Western Commemorative .45. 

I need send no money now. I will be billed 
for a deposit of $90.* when my gun is ready to 
be sent to me. The balance will then be billed 


in four monthly installments of $90 each, 
after shipment. 


*Plus my state sales tax. 


SIGNATURE 


ALL ORDERS ARF SUBJECT TO ACCEPTANCE 


MR/MRS/MISS 


PLEASE PRINT CLEARLY 
ADDRESS 
CITY/STATE/ZIP 


() 1990 Fu 


13171-6 


not sure which, so we have learned not 
to trust our instincts or even our taste 
buds. 

While some of us still enjoy the fla- 
vors of gourmet cuisine, vintage wine, 
and fresh pussy, there are, alas, many 
supposedly healthy men around whose 
palates have been atrophied by years 
of diet cola, and the idea of sipping 
nectar from the furry cup does not ap- 
peal to them. | am sometimes accused 
of being unromantic when | refer to the 
importance of cleanliness, but un- 
washed pussy is definitely an acquired 
taste for the connoisseur only. 

Unfortunately, the United Sltales—in 
one aspect of civilized life—is far be- 
hind Europe. | refer to the bidet, on which 
you can squat and wash your pussy (or 
your cock) without any of the drama 
involved in taking a shower or a bath. 
| suspect that one reason for the scar- 
city of this necessary piece of plumb- 
ing is that most plumbers are men, and 
in the United States—due to the grasp- 
ing nature of the A.M.A—most men are 
circumcised, so they dont really see 
the need for something they probably 
regard as a piece of feminine equip- 
ment. An English friend of mine who 
wanted to install a bidet in her house 
was informed by the local council that 
a bidet was classified as a “female uri- 
nal,” and therefore had to conform with 
all the regulations applying to a toilet, 
which tripled the installation cost. 


You may think that I'm going on too 
long with my commercial for bidets 
(they have them in the Plaza Hotel in 
New York City, incidentally), but pos- 
sibly the lack of them Is one of the rea- 
sons that oral sex is so hard to find 
during the day. It is fine to bathe and 
perfume yourself before your lover ar- 
rives, or to fool around with him in the 
shower when he does get there. But if 
you feel like a bit of cunnilingus along 
with your 75-cent hot dog, it is hard 
enough to find somewhere to do it, let 
alone somewhere to wash your box first. 

One kind of bidet has a jet of water 
thal squirts up like a fountain, which is 
designed to wash that bit of your body 
we don't like to talk about (because we 
all Know someone who /s one), but if 
you get yourself in the right position, 
the temperature-controlled water jet is 
so thrilling you don't need a man at all. 
This also allows you to caress your own 
tits while you are pleasured aquatically. 

One problem women have while 
masturbating is that they really don't 
have enough hands. Women like to play 
with their own nipples, but if is not al- 
ways practicable. You must have seen 
a picture of that Indian goddess with 
all those arms. ... 


GOOD CLEAN FUN 

Why does adult entertainment have to 
be so "dirty"? When traveling recently 
from South Carolina to Missouri, my 


“Im sorry, but were going 
to have to operate—we have to remove your nuts.” 
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boyfriend and | thought we'd incorpo- 
rate some adult pleasure into our trip. 
We were simply looking for an adult 
motel, with mirrors on the ceiling, X- 
rated movies, and a water bed—pretty 
tame stuff. After passing through five 
States, it became obvious that what we 
wanted existed only on the “bad” side 
of town, isolated among warehouses 
and run-down buildings. Who could feel 
safe there? It was discouraging and 
made me wonder, Don't others look for 
similar fun once in a while? 

Likewise, when we decided to have 
some fun by participating on amateur 
night at a strip bar, it was hard to find 
a decent, clean place that wasnt set 
aside in a bad neighborhood, fostering 
the idea that these are sleazy joints. 
Finally, in the small resort city of Myrtle 
Beach, South Carolina, we found two 
clean strip bars on the major highway 
that were worth walking into to have a 
drink. | did enter the amateur contest 
and we had some of our hottest sex 
sessions ever for a while thereafter. 

| have a feeling that there are clean 
adult motels across this great nation 
that we are not aware of or cannot find 
in the Yellow Pages. | think it would be 
a great idea for someone to create a 
listing of adult motels and bars, giving 
us all a unique directory to rival “The 
Best of America’s Bed and Break- 
fasts."—A. T. 


You have answered your own question 
with one word that pops up all through 
your letter—the word adult, now used 
to describe any kind of entertainment 
that contains material with sexual con- 
notations. As a nation, Americans sin- 
cerely believe that sex is disgusting, 
degrading, and dirty, and that our chil- 
dren must be protected from it at all 
costs for as long as possible. 

There is a conspiracy of silence 
among adults to prevent kids from find- 
ing out how they were born. One curi- 
ous result of this is that, in many cases, 
the sexual ignorance that we encour- 
age in childhood persists on into later 
life. An amazing number of the letters 
sent to me by so-called adults contain 
requests for sexual information that they 
should have learned before they 
reached puberty. 

It is this attitude that makes people 
afraid of sex. At least 80 percent of the 
letters | get contain the word guilt. Fear 
of sex also encourages fear of nudity, 
which produces another overused 
word, embarrassment, and then there 
is the word decent. What in the world 
is a decent strip joint? One of the def- 
initions given for “decent” in my dictio- 
nary is “sufficiently clothed to be seen 
by other people’ (e.g., “Are you de- 
cent?’). More meaningful is the quote 
“Decency Is indecency's conspiracy of 
silence.” 

| have seen sex shows all over the 
world, from beautifully choreographed 


nude dancing including intercourse in 
Scandinavia and gymnastic sexual 
contortions in the Far East to slapstick 
strip shows in Mexico and totally bi- 
zarre S&M numbers in Holland and 
Germany. Along with mud wrestling, wet 
T-shirt contests, and tight-jeans com- 
petitions, this is all in the realm of the- 
ater: It is entertainment, good, bad, or 
indifferent, but—up to and including the 
spectacle of a bearded Briton con- 
ducting an orchestra with his erect 
penis or a busty Belgian extinguishing 
lighted candles with blasts from her va- 
gina—it has little to do with sex. The 
fact is that in our jaded, asexual soci- 
ety, we need artificial stimulation to stir 
up our hormones sufficiently to get 
turned on and have a good time. 

| had a boyfriend who was into mak- 
ing love in strange places, especially 
while traveling. | had uncomfortable sex 
with him in airplane bathrooms (which 
now seem to be smaller than they used 
to be), on the back of a camel, and in 
a track made by a tank in the desert 
by the Red Sea. 

The worst place we ever tried it— 
and failed—was actually designed for 
it. It was in Amsterdam, where, to cel- 
ebrate the sale of half a million of my 
books published in Dutch, my publish- 
ers arranged a press party in Amster- 
dam's most famous bordello, the Yab- 


Yum. The press was invited for four | 


oclock in the afternoon and we had a 
discotheque at our disposal from ten 
o clock that night, with well over a hun- 
dred guests expected. 

After dealing with a lot of horny jour- 
nalists, | needed a nap before coping 
with my friends and fans later on, and 
the Yab-Yum supplied us with a room. 
There was a fully fitted bathroom with 


a Jacuzzi, enormous mirrors every- | 


where, a round bed, a video with an 
XX-rated movie, et cetera, but what we 
wanted to do was sleep! 

My boyfriend said that we owed it to 
the world to have some kind of sexual 
encounter—how could he admit that he 
went to a whorehouse with me and just 
went to sleep?—but after he scalded 
his penis with boiling water out of the 
tap on the bidet, we agreed to lie about 
it. There were no bedclothes, it took 
three phone calls to get the video 
turned off (the controls were some- 
where else), and the only thing missing 
(thank God) was a water bed, which 
always makes me seasick. (I'm a bad 
sailor. ) 

In Japan there are specially desig- 
nated sex hotels where you can take 
your gigolo, your secretary, your mis- 
tress, or, | suppose, your wife, and make 
love by the lily pond or in the simulated 
backseat of a 1952 Cadillac. But in the 
good ol’ U.S. of A., such an idea is con- 


sidered “indecent” and is therefore in- | 
frequently executed—especially in the | 


Republican red-neck belt where you 
were looking. 


To own such an establishment in 
America is also hazardous, as there are 
so many local laws against anything 
remotely sexual. Even theme bars of- 
fering puerile entertainment, like coun- 
try-western tit-flashing competitions, are 
under constant surveillance by the po- 
lice, so it is simply better business to 
sell beef or cheese without the cake. 
Anyone in the smut market gets moved 
down to the sleazy end of town where 
the dyslexic pimps have already bought 
warehouses. For you and your boy- 
friend to turn up there is their only hope 
of showing a profit. It is your ideas of 
clean, decent, picket-fence sex that 
have driven these poor people to where 
they are. 

But by all means let someone de- 


velop a directory of places whose own- 
ers are prepared to make a stand 
against prudery. 


NO BLOW 
| met my girlfriend during the first week 
of my first year at college. | am from a 
small town and had very strict parents. 
In figh schao/ | concentrated on ath- 
letics, school, and hanging out drink- 
ing with the guys. Although | had strong 
sexual urges, | did nothing about them. 
What I'm really trying to say is that | 
was a virgin when | met my girlfriend. 
She had dated someone during high 
school and had a monogamous rela- 
tionship with him. 

We dated for a few weeks before 


we made love, and for the past three 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 86 


PASSPORT 


Pocket-size radar protection 


Over one million motorists depend 
on PASSPORT every day. Here's why: 


Small size, high tech 


The first pocket-size high per- 
formance radar detector, PASSPORT 
fits your pocket as easily as a 
cassette tape. This miniaturization is 
only possible with SMDs. These 
micro-electronics, first used in 
satellites, provide performance that 
has consistently won the praise of 
automotive experts. 


Experts’ choice 


“Cincinnati Microwave's famous 
Passport ts still a terrific all-around 
radar detector. You won't go wrong 
with the Passport’s robust constriuc- 
tion, superb ergonomics, excellent 
bracketry, well-thought-out audible 
warnings, and deserved reputation.” 
Car and Driver, October 1989 
“Over the years, this detector has 
consistently placed at the top. The 
PASSPORT sets the industry standard” 
BMW Roundel, October 1989 


We only sell PASSPORT factory- 
direct to you — just call toll-free and 
we ll send your PASSPORT today, 
complete with accessories. 

Here's our guarantee: Take the 
first 30 days as a test. If you're not 
completely satisfied, just send 
PASSPORT back, and we'll refund all 
your money. You can't lose, 

Call today and see why a million 
drivers put their trust in PASSPORT. 


Order today and try PASSPORT 
for 30 days at no risk. 


Call toll-free 1-800-543-1608 


PASSPORT $195 


RADAR-RECEIVER ohioresidens 
SS 


ack $10.73 tax. 


Cincinnati Microwave 
® Department 300500 
One Microwave Plaza 
Cincinnati, Ohio 45249 
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VIEW FROM THE TOP 


STATES’ 
RIGHTS 


By Emily Prager 


ecently, the Supreme 
| bs Court ruled that states 

can decide whether 
teenage girls must notify 
parents before obtaining 
abortions. There was a time 
when | would have said, 
| “Hey, if a girl's old enough to 
bludgeon her parents to 
death, she’s old enough to 
terminate a pregnancy, and 
| would have fought for it. 
But not anymore. | feel that 
the nineties are going to be 
all about dependency, and | 
intend to be in the vanguard. 
| want the state to decide 
| everything for me. | want the 
state to take over my life and 
figure it out. | want the state 
| to decide. 

To: New York State Boy- 
friend Examiner. Dear Sir: I’m 
dating two guys. One is very 
sexy, very warm, very 
wealthy, but erratic. | like 
him, but he makes me ner- 
vous, and hes a bit kinetic, 
| having taken Ritalin as a 
child. The other guy Is very 
| sexy, very warm, but very 
broke. He's incredibly sweet 
| and simpatico—he’'s the one 
| | really love. The Gypsy 
| down the street from my 
house has, for a mere 4,000 
bucks, advised me to make 
a choice, as | am scattering 
my energies. Please decide 
for me. E. P 

Dear Ms. P: New York 
state chooses the rich guy. 
He may not be easy and 
may make you nervous, but 
at least it makes fiscal 
sense. Yours, B. Traven, 
NLY.S.B.E. 

To: New York State Com- 
| mittee on Home Gadgetry. 
| Dear Sirs: | don't know 
whether to get touch-tone 


service or not. The telephone 
company keeps calling and 
offering it to me for lower 
and lower installation fees. | 
don't really need it. | don't 
use phone credit cards. | 
don't have a beeperless re- 
mote. I'm really kind of a 
simple person. It was quite a 


| big deal for me to buy a 
| VCR. But every now and 
| then some high-powered 
| friend comes over and 


needs to beep in for their 


| messages and cant, ana 


feel weird. Should | get it or 
not? E. P 
Dear Ms. P: New York 


| State has ordered the ser- 


vice for you. The correct 
functioning of society de- 
pends on all its members 
having up-to-date technology 
in apartment and office. Your 
refusal to comply in this re- 
spect is tantamount to terror- 
ism. We have taken your 
name. Yours, P Baldwin, 
NY.S.C.H.G. 

To: New York State Council 
on Restaurant Choice. Dear 
Sirs:. |'m sending you this fax 
because my boyiriend is tak- 
ing me out to dinner and | 
know he's going to ask me 
where | want to eat and | 
have no idea. I'm sick of all 


the restaurants in my neigh- 
borhood. If | don't have an 
answer for him, we'll end up 


| going to Hunan Palace, 


which | hate. Anything's okay 
except health food. E. P 

Dear Ms. P; New York 
State has reserved a table 
for two at the Bistro on 


Grove Street. Have the de- 


boned chicken, a green 
salad, mashed potatoes, and 
collard greens. Skip dessert. 
After dinner, go get ice 
cream on Christopher Street. 


Yours, R. Belzer, N.Y.S.C.A.C. 
To: New York State Depart- 
ment of Sibling Affairs. Dear 


| Sirs: My sister is really being 


an asshole. She borrowed 


| one of my best dresses and 
| spilled red wine all over tt. 


she told our mother that | did 
drugs in the seventies. And 
she ran up my phone bill 
and killed my plants last time 
she house-sat. What should | 
do? E..P 

Dear Ms. P: New York 
State has contacted your sis- 
ter and she says it’s all your 


| fault. An appointment with an 
| arbitrator has been schea- 


uled for October 23, 1990. 


| Failure to attend is punish- 


able by a fine. Yours, T. Leo- 


| pold, N.YS.D.S.A. 


| used to 

be against 
the idea 

of the 
state 
things 
forthe 
individual. 
But not 
anymore. 
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CAMPUS 
VIEW 


By. Jennifer Weiner 


rinceton University has a 


| Picrcsiencing reputation 
| Mas the most conservative 


of the Ivy League schools— 

and indeed, with its country- 

club atmosphere, vied walls, 
and innate preppiness, the 

| campus seems an unlikely 
hotbed of protest. Yet last 

| April, the sleepy campus 

| was rocked by a variety of 

direct actions, including a 

student occupation of the 

president's office, taken 
against an administration that 
| was not adequately address- 
ing the problems of sexual 
assault and harassment. 
| One in five women will be 
raped during her college 
| years. In 70 percent of these 
| crimes, the victim will know 
the perpetrator. And, |ike all 
rapes, the vast majority will 
go unreported: 

At Princeton, sexual ha- 
rassment and assault are— 
at least, in the eyes of aa- 
| ministrators—dirty secrets, 
| best not spoken of too loudly 
| or too often, lest frank dis- 


cussions of the issues belie 


| the cavalcade of pamphlets 


that portray the university as 
an upper-echelon Eden. Yet 
sometimes events become 
too shocking or compelling 
for even the most stalwart of 
bureaucrats to ignore. 

_Such was the case in 
1987. That spring an anti- 


rape march was disrupted 
by students harassing the 


| marchers with taunts of "We 


can rape whoever we want!” 
Although the administration 


| claims to have long been 


considering how best to ad- 
dress sexual harassment and 
assault, it was not until after 
this incident that the Sexual 
Harassment/Assault Advising 
Resources and Education of- 
fice was created. 

SHARE was immediately 
given a myriad of duties, 
from counseling and giving 
legal advice to training stu- 
dent peer educators. It 


| quickly became obvious that 
| the office, with only one full- 


time and one part-time 
Staffer, would have to ex- 
pand if it were to continue to 
meet Princeton's needs. 
What also became obvious 
was that the administration 
had no intention of expand- 


ing the office. Survivors 


| stressed the importance of 


| gram. ... There was really 


| me to go to.” 


|| position. Graduate students 


| administration remained ada- 
| mant that SHARE's staff would 


| doors; hire guards, and keep 


the work that SHARE was 
doing. One senior woman 
wrote, “| was raped my 
freshman year here and 
there was no SHARE pro- 


no resource on campus for 


Over the spring, thou- 
sands of signatures were 
collected urging SHARE’'s 
expansion. At an April march 
and rally, students who had 
been assaulted or harassed 
by professors spoke out in 
favor of a second full-time 


pointed out that SHARE sim- 
ply did not have the re- 
sources to extend much- 
needed services into the 
graduate college. Finally, in 
late April, 29 students occu- 
pied President Harold Sha- 
piro's office to demand that 
SHARE be expanded. The oc- 
cupation lasted for 35 hours, 
and though the protesters left 
with the promise that certain 
needs would be met, the 


not be increased. 

Princeton's desire that 
rape and sexual harassment 
would vanish magically is 
understandable. But the fact 
that this fantasy has become 
policy is unforgivable. 
Princeton's commitment to 
stopping rape seems to re- 
flect the fiction that no pro- 
fessor or student would do 
such a thing, and that the 
way to end sexual harass- 
ment and assault is to lock 


outsiders outside. 


Jennifer Weiner is a senior at 
Princeton, majoring in En- 
glish. College students are 
invited to submit suggestions 
for “Campus View" to Karen 
Angel, Penthouse Editorial 
Dept., 1965 Broadway, New 
York, N.Y. 10023. 


FINANCE 


By Jerome Tuccille 


S we move inexorably 
into the fall of the year, it 


seems appropriate to 

discuss a “fall” of a different 
nature: the fall of the finan- 
cial titans of the last de- 
cade—Donald Trump, Ivan 
Boesky, Michael Milken, Ca- 
nadian financier Robert 
Campeau, Australian Alan 
Bond, the Hunts, and others. 
To some extent | feel respon- 
| sible for part of their prob- 
| lems: Three of the people on 
whom I've written biogra- 
phies have subsequently 
either gone bankrupt or 
come perilously close to it. | 
hope there's not a message 
buried somewhere in there. 

Perhaps the most telling 
message for all of us is that 
the old way of doing busi- 
| ness no longer works. The 
empire builders of the 
eighties bought up every- 
thing in sight with borrowed 
money. Leveraged to the hilt 
as they were, they had every- 
| thing but owned nothing. 

While it is sometimes a bit 
too easy for us mere mortals 
to derive some voyeuristic 
pleasure from seeing the 
high and mighty take a fall, 
their predicament really of- 
fers us very little comfort. 

The sad truth is that we, 
| as a nation, are also tottering 
on the precipice of bank- 
ruptcy. The President 
chooses to make a constitu- 
tional issue out of flag burn- 
| ing while the economic prob- 
lems of the country spin 
farther beyond his control. 
The American people are 
being asked to pay even 
higher taxes by politicians 
who refuse to hold those re- 
sponsible for the S & L mess 
and other financial crimes 
| accountable for their actions. 


A society that continues to 
live beyond its means by 
spending money it doesn't 
have, that allows its elected 
representatives to camou- 
flage years of wasteful 


| spending with accounting 


tricks, Cannot continue to 
function indefinitely. Sooner 
or later the piper must be 
paid. Deficit spending even- 
tually leads to bankruptcy, 
and it cannot be cured with 
mere accounting gimmickry. 
The problems associated 
with the financial barons are 
not isolated events. If the 
1980s were a decade of over- 
spending, of merger and ac- 


quisition mania on all levels 
financed by debt, the 1990s 
will be a period of paying for 
the excesses of the past. 

It is never too late to come 


it is identified and faced 
squarely. There is no reason 
to panic as long as we all 
understand exactly what is 
taking place. The years 
ahead will be a period of 
retrenchment for all of us, 
of selling off assets to 

raise cash, of learning once 
again what it means to es- 
tablish a budget and live 


within its constraints. 
What's to be done? First, 


| consider renting your home 


instead of buying. If you buy, 
buy carefully. The houses 
and condos we bought with 
mortgages are not appreci- 


ating as rapidly as they once 


debt only when you're ac- 


dia—in some cases, they're 
actually depreciating. Sec- 


| ond, pay off your credit 


cards. The interest we pay 
on credit-card loans is no 
longer tax-deductible. Third, 


recognize that cash will once | 


again be king. Those who 
save will be better off than 
those who borrow. Go into 


| quiring an asset that has a 


| to terms with a problem once | 


good chance of appreciat- 
ing, or when the interest is 
lower than the amount you 


| can earn on the investment. 


What is true for individuals 
is likewise true for the public 
sector: The laws of econom- 


| ics don't change to accom- 


modate the whims of politi- 
cians. Every penny spent by 
our elected officials comes 
from your pocket and mine 
through the power of taxa- 
tion. It's time we forced them 
to abide by the same stan- 
dards that we should live by. 


The 

of the 
eighties 
| had ev- 
erything 
but owned ) 


nothing. 
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VIEW FROM THE TOP 


MEN'S 
RIGHTS 


By Sidney siller 


here is currently an ex- 
T tended effort across the 
United States to enact 

“no-fault” divorce legislation. 
Thereby divorces could be 
granted for irreconcilable dif- 
ferences without the ap- 
proval or consent of both 
parties. Currently, 39 states 
have some form of no-fault. 

For the purposes of this 
brief discussion, | will use a 
proposed New York State 
law as an example. Although 
these laws differ from state 
to state, the basic underpin- 
nings usually remain the 
same. Bear in mind, how- 
ever, in this as in all legal 
matters, if you need more in- 
formation or plan to take any 
personal steps concerning a 
potential divorce, be sure to 
consult your own attorney. 

One problem with the New 
York bill is that it would make 
it possible to obtain a di- 
vorce regardless of who was 
responsible for the breakup. 
But since a divorce must be 
granted before awarding 
child custody or deciding the 


| equitable distribution of as- 


sets, the grounds for a dij- 
vorce should be of vital im- 
portance. 

The proposed law would 


| permit a spouse to get a di- 


vorce if he or she can prove 
that irreconcilable differ- 
ences exist between the par- 


| ties and that they have been 


separated for at least one 
year. Irreconcilable differ- 
ences will be presumed in 
the event that the separation 
lasts for 18 months or more. 
Also under this plan, the 
court has the power to 
award equitable distribution 
of whatever assets accumu- 


lated during the course of 
the marriage. The court may 
consider such criteria as 
each spouse's contribution 


and the length of the mar- 


riage. The present law allows 
the judge to use his discre- 
tion as to how much of the 
assets each party will re- 
ceive. The proposed law 
would create a presumption 
of an equal distribution (50 
percent for each spouse) for 
marriages of five years or 
more. No mitigating factors 
would be taken into account. 
In addition, the law would 
mandate that the dependent 
spouse (usually the wife) be 
awarded attorney fees equal 
to those of the other spouse. 
In other words, if the wife is 
the dependent, the judge 


| would order the husband to 


pay her attorney the same 
amount he had paid his. 
Groups like the National 
Organization for Women 
have complained in the past 
that alimony awards have 
been inadequate because 
judges have an unrealistic 
concept of the earning po- 


tential of a woman who has 
been out of the work force 
for a number of years. But, 
as with other feminist pro- 
posals, in real life many 
women are actually opposed 
to the shift toward no-fault 
legislation (and, in fact, NOW 
itself has come out against 
the proposed New York State 
law). 

These women argue that 
in states where no-fault di- 
vorce has already been en- 
acted, women have received 
smaller alimony awards. 


| They also note that a wife's 


power to say no to a divorce 
has always been a crucial 
negotiating tool to help her 
obtain a fair settlement. 

The permanent-alimony 
provision, intended merely to 


| enable a dependent spouse 


to maintain their standard of 
living, may give a wife a 
stranglehold on her husband 
for the rest of his life. Finally, 
the obligation to pay the 


| spouse's lawyer for the right 


| to have them legally harass 


you will be a great thorn in 
the side of men.Ot-g 


TAKE THE FIRST STEP TO 
REDUCING YOUR 1990 TAXES 
RIGHT NOW, FREE! 


This year, if you have access to a PC, you can mini- 
mize the amount of money and time you give up to taxes. 

J.K. Lasser's Your Income Tax Software is easy 
enough for anyone to use, yet powerful enough for profes- 
sional tax preparers. All the knowledge and skill of the 
accountants and lawyers on the J.K. Lasser Institute's staff is 
built right in. 

The software accurately and neatly completes your 
return for you, taking every deduction and loophole open 
to you. 


Automated, Personalized Tax 


Preparation: LK. Lasser Software 
Does the Work 


The software tells you exactly which forms to com- 


plete. As each one comes on the screen, you fill in the blanks 
the program highlights. 

].K. Lasser Software does all the math for you, 
completing the form you're working on, and automatically 
linking the results to all the other forms in your return. 
Math errors and endless proofing are history. 

The program does all the 
heavy thinking for you. That 
includes depreciation and sorting 
out complicated passive losses. 

If you need to do any cal- 
culations, use the pop-up calcula- 
tor that's built into the program. 
There’s even a built-in notepad. 


Automatically Reads 
Quicken Files 


].K. Lasser's Your Income 
Tax Software automatically reads 
your Quicken files. You complete 
your tax return without reentering any data at all. 


No-Cost Laser Printed Forms 


If you have an HP-compatible laser printer, J.K. 
Lasser’s Your Income Tax Software prints all IRS approved 
forms for you, with no extra charge for soft font cartridges! 
(Fonts cost up to $180 for other tax prep software.) And the 
software prints directly on forms in any other printer. 


Start Saving on Your Taxes Right Now 


Order your complete J.K. Lasser's Your Income Tax 
Software program for the 1990 tax year now and the first 
module is yours free. 


Jr 


We immediately send you the Year End Tax Strat- 
egy Planner Module ($29.95 retail value), and charge your 
credit card just $4.50 now to cover shipping and handling 
(non-refundable). 

You quickly install the 
software module, then answer its 
38 straightforward questions 
about your earnings, dependents, 
assets and liabilities, etc. 

The software analyzes 
your answers, then gives you 
easy-to-follow steps you take now, 
before the end of the year, so 
you'll pay less 1990 taxes. 

The tax strategies you 

- get are highly specific to your 
current situation. Using “what 
ifs,” you see onscreen how much 
you'll save. 


Send me the J.K. Lasser’s Year End Tax Strat- 
egy Planner Module Free. Charge my credit card $4.50 now for 

shipping and handling. Then, unless | notify you, send the 

complete J.K. Lasser's Your Income Tax Software in January, 
1991, and charge my credit card $49.95 (plus sales tax). Include 
my Tax Book, Newsletter, acoess to 24-hour Hotline, and Peter 

Norton DOS Guide FREE with my complete package. I may 

return the package within 30 days after receipt for a refund. 


L] Pay Now Option —Charge me the full price now I get the 
same shipping schedule and products as above, but no shipping 
and handling charges, and | get Peter Norton’ DOS Guide 
now. | may retum what you send me for a full refund in Febru- 
ary 1991 if I wish. 


Save Money and Time on Your Taxes, 
or the Software Is Free! 


If you don’t like the Year End Tax Strategy Planner 
Module, return your Registration Card marked “Cancel.” We 
won't send you the complete program. 

Otherwise, in January, 1991, we will send you the 
complete J.K. Lasser’s Your Income Tax Software package, 
and charge your credit card the purchase price, $49.95 
plus any state sales tax. (That's a full $25 off the $74.95 
list price.) 

And if you aren't happy with the complete program 
when you get it, return it for a refund within 30 days. You’re 
doubly protected! 


important Free Extras 


Along with the complete package, you'll receive a 
FREE copy of the $12-page [.K. Lasser Your 1991 Income 
Tax book. Plus, you'll receive a FREE 6-month subscription 
to the J.K. Lasser's Monthly Tax Service Newsletter, and 
access to our 24-hour Tax Alert Hotline to keep you abreast 
of late breaking tax news and strategies. 


Special Extra Free Gift 


Along with your complete program, you'll get 
another valuable gift: Peter Norton DOS Guide. This best- 
selling 412-page book ($24.95 retail value) gives you useful, 
common sense help to get the most out of your PC. 


Order Now for Biggest Tax Savings 


Your free Year End Tax Strategy Planner Module 
recommends steps you must complete before the end of 
the year. So complete the coupon below or call us imme- 
diately. And remember this offer expires at midnight, 
December 1, 1990. 

J.K. Lasser Direct 
200 Old Tappan Rd., Old Tappan, NJ 07675 
201-767-5937 Fax: 201-767-5927 
8:45 AM-4:30 PM EST 
meee eee 


Diskette size: 1] 5.25" (2) 3.50" 
Payment Method: 

CO) Charge my credit card: 

DCOVISA COAMEX [2 MasterCard 
Cand No. 
(1 Check enclosed (Pay Now Option Only) 
Name 
Address 
City, State, Zip 
Daytime Phone 


Send to: +. Lasser Direct 
200 Old Tappan Rd., Old Tappan, NJ 07675 
201-767-5937 Fax: 201-767-5927 


_ | Bu PT z ; : j 
HM Pel Di I | sah le reall 


Exp. Date 


<)>" 


BY CHARLES THOMPSON AND ALLAN SONNENSCHEIN 
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On the first day of the new year, the 
team was blown out of the Citrus Bowl 
by an inferior Clemson team. A few days 
prior to the game, some of the players 
had destroyed a hotel room, and one 
of their coaches, under investigation by 
the FB./. for drug trafficking, got into an 
altercation at an Orlando country club, 
causing hundreds of dollars’ worth of 
damage to the premises. 

On January 13, 1989, defensive back 
Jerry Parks got into an argument with 
one of his teammates and friends, Zarak 
Peters, a lineman who had gone to 
school in Houston with Parks, and 
ended the disagreement by picking up 
a gun and shooting Peters. One week 
later, a young woman visiting a player 
in Bud Wilkinson House—"Bud Hall,” a 
lavish living quarters for members of 
the football team—was gang-raped by 
several players. A few weeks /ater, 
quarterback Charles Thompson made 
the cover of Sports Illustrated in hand- 
cuffs after he was arrested for cocaine 
dealing. A bad winter in Soonertown. 

In this exclusive excerpt from Down 
and Dirty: The Life and Crimes of Okla- 
homa Football (to be published by Car- 
roll & Graf), Thompson talks candidly 
for the first time about the shooting, the 
rape, and their aftermath. This is the 
story of a star athlete caught up in the 
mania of Oklahoma football. Many 
young boys growing up in Oklahoma 
dream only of the day they can play for 
America’s most successful college 
football team—especially under the tu- 
telage of its head coach, Barry Switzer. 
Switzer, a great American success 
story himself—going from a dirt-poor 
existence in rural Arkansas to the ranks 
of coaching history—was able to at- 
tract exceptional black athletes to play 
for O.U. Switzer was a winner and 
Charles Thompson wanted to be his 
quarterback, turning down dozens of 
offers from other universities and an 
opportunity to sign and play baseball 
with the Cincinnati Reds organization. 

Thompson got much more than the 
chance to play quarterback for his idol 
Switzer, becoming part of a network of 
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Now that you're learning all about sex, 
drugs, and violence at the University 
of Oklahoma, get ready for the real 
horror of college football by reading 
our perennial list of the worst teams 
in America. 


This year’s 20 Worst contains 13 dif- 
ferent entries than 1989's roster of the 
rotten, which only goes to prove a 
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millionaire Oklahoma businessmen and 
bankers who showered their state's 
football players with gifts of money, 
cars, condos, and drugs. Thompson 
learned that there was little he couldnt 
get away with as long as the Sooners 
put more points on the board than their 
opponents. Sooner players are the roy- 
alty of the state, eating, drinking, and 
partying for free. Going to classes was 
an afterthought; a failing grade could 
always be changed upward. 

When the nation learned about the 
mayhem at the school, it was shocked, 
unaware that weapons, wild sex, and 
drugs were not isolated to a few weeks 
in January 1989, Guns and rifles were 
stored in several of the players’ rooms 
and drug dealing was a daily occur- 
rence in Bud Hall. 


lf you had toured the players’ rooms in 
Bud Hall, you might have thought your- 
self in an armory. Many of the guys on 
the team had guns. There were hand- 
guns, hunting rifles, and shotguns all 
over the place. The scene was an ac- 
cident waiting to happen. Given the 
drinking, drugs, women running in and 
out, and the presence of physical men 
with volatile tempers, It was only a mal- 
ter of time before something exploded. 

"It was wild,” my roommate Jerry 
Parks recalled. “There were times when 
players would trash the bathrooms and 
overflow the toilets, and get us all in trou- 
ble. They would pop firecrackers and set 
them under your door, not knowing if 
something was going to catch fire. One 
time they shot a bottle rocket under my 
door when | was sleeping. | heard the 
noise and woke up. | went out and they 
were all white guys. 

“Defensive end Proctor Lane and | 
didn't get along,” Parks continued, “be- 
cause | thought he was a racist. He 
was the one doing all the pranks on 
me. He thought they were funny. Once 
lineman Nigel Clay and Lane had a 
fight. There were seven white guys up 
in the dorm getting drunk. They had 
about two cases of beer there. One of 
them got the brilliant idea to get into 


THE PENTHOUSE 20 WORST 
: FOOTBALL TEAMS OF 1990-91 
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point: My thankless task is a lot 
tougher than picking the Top 20, 
which always seems to feature the 
same old lineup. Really, when was the 
last time a preseason Top 20 didnt 
include Alabama, Auburn, Clemson, 
Florida State, Miami, Michigan, Ne- 
braska, Notre Dame, Oklahoma, Penn 
State, Southern California, and 
U.C.L.A.? Throw in schools that rarely 


cars and throw eggs at the dorm. They 
began throwing eggs and hit everyone 
walking into the dorm. Nigel saw them 
when they were ready to throw one al 
him and warned them not to. They fig- 
ured he was alone and couldn't do 
anything, and threw the eggs at him 
anyway. Nigel responded and it pel 
started a racial battle on the team. 

“There were at least eight ballplayers 
selling cocaine or crack or weed. | knew 
20, 40 guys on the team who used it. 
Some of the coaches knew, but they 
were just covering their asses, 


Zarak Peters was a big, strong lineman 
who came to O.U. a year before Jerry 
Parks. Jerry was rooming with me and 
Zarak had the apartment above us on 
the third floor. Jerry and Zarak had gone 
to the same high school in Houston and 
got along well. They were different 
types—Jerry high-strung and volatile, 
Zarak laid-back and easygoing. To earn 
spending money, Zarak was the team 
barber, charging the players a few dol- 
lars for haircuts. He was a good barber, 
but unreliable at keeping appointments. 

After | broke my leg in the final game 
of the season, assistant coach Jim 
Donnan gave me a Nintendo game to 
keep me busy. Zarak came Gown to my 
room every night to play the game, and 
for about a week I'd been asking him 
to cut my hair. Every night he made an 
appointment for the next day, but when 
| went to his room, he said, “Oh, man, 
CT, | can't do it today. | forgot about 
something | have to take care of.” | was 
getting pissed off at him because | paid 
him more than the other players. | knew 
he didn't have much money and wanted 
to help him out. 

Finally, Zarak promised, “CT, you 
come up here at seven and you'll be 
the first haircut | give.” But when | ar- 
rived at seven, he was busy, 

“What's going on, Zarak?” | asked. 
“You told me you'd cut my hair first.” 

Zarak shrugged and said, “Yeah, | 
know, but | can put your name on a list 
You're number six.” 

“Six?" | screamed. “You ain't shit, 


are left off the experts’ preseason 
score of pigskin powerhouses—Ar- 
kansas, Florida, Georgia, Ohio State, 
Pittsburgh, Texas A&M, Washington, 
and West Virginia—and you can see 
how simple it is to put together a Top 
20, (Which I've just done.) 
Something else: Do traditional 
football pundits receive tons of pol- 


son-pen letters when they spotlight a 
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man. You tell me to come up here at 
seven and now you tell me this shit. For 
the whole fucking week you been 
promising to cut my hair. | come in here 
and you got five people in front of me. 
That's fucked up. You know, Zarak, you 
come down to my. place any time you 
want to play my Nintendo game. If lm 
ready to leave my room, | let you stay 
to listen to my music, whatever.” 

| went downstairs and Jerry was there 
with Rod Fisher, another teammate. 
Kori, my girlfriend, was in the bedroom 
studying. Jerry and Rod had been 
drinking. | was furious and Jerry asked 
me what the problem was. ‘Jerry,” | said, 
“why don't you go upstairs and jump 
all over your homeboy's ass and 
straighten him out. | can't believe how 
he played me for a fool.’ 

Jerry said that he'd go up and get 
the whole thing squared away. While 
we were waiting for him to get back, 
we called to order a pizza. We were 
waiting for the delivery when the tele- 
phone rang and it was Billy Dykes from 
the team. “Charles,” he said frantically, 
“you better get up here. Jerry's going 
crazy.” In the background | could hear 
screaming and cursing. | told Rod what 
was happening, and he agreed that 
we'd better get up there. | got my 
crutches and was limping out the door, 
when Jerry came flying down the stairs. 
Jerry and | used to call each other "Po, ’ 
short for protégé, and when he ran into 
me he screamed, “Po, where's the 
motherfucking gun? Where's my gun?" 

Weeks before I'd learned that he had 
taken Zarak’s gun. Jerry had gotten into 
a confrontation with some guy and was 
going to get the gun to shoot him. | took 
the gun away from Jerry and hid it in 
my car. That's where it was when he 
asked me for it. | tried to stop him, but 
Jerry was wild, his eyes bulging. "Fuck 
you, Po, where are the keys to the car? 
'm gonna bust a cap in that fucker,” 
he said, and rushed past me into the 
apartment to look for the keys. | hob- 
bled in after him to get the keys first 
and hide them. Jerry had gone into the 
bedroom where Kori was, thinking she 
knew where the keys were. When he 
came out he saw that | had them and 
grabbed me. We started to wrestle for 
the car keys, and with one good leg | 
was struggling to keep my balance. Fi- 
nally, he slammed me against a shelf 
and held me until | dropped the keys. 
Rod Fisher, who had a broken arm, was 
also powerless to stop Jerry. Billy Dykes 
had come downstairs and was stand- 
ing by the door when Jerry rushed by, 
and though Billy's a big guy, he took 
one look at Jerry's eyes and did noth- 
ing to stop him. 

| turned to Rod: “Rod, look, you gotta 
do something. Go down there and try 
to stop him before he gets to the car. 
He's gonna do something stupid.” Rod 
agreed and went to the car, but he 
wasn't quick enough and Jerry was 
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soon on his way back, gun in hand. 
When he saw Rod he just flung him to 
the ground. Meanwhile, | went to the 
balcony and screamed up to Zarak on 
the third floor, ‘Jerry's coming up with 
the gun. Bolt your door or go to another 
room, because Jerry ain't the same!” | 
had seen Jerry angry and wild, but 
never so out of control that | feared for 
my own life. Zarak was acting as if the 
whole thing were no big deal. “Hey, CT, 
| know Jerry,” he said. “He ain't gonna 
shoot nobody. He's just putting on a 
big front. | ain't worried.” 

By this time Jerry was running up the 
stairs yelling, “Where's that mother- 
fucker now? He won't push me again.” 
The .22 was cocked. | hopped up- 
stairs, and when | got to Zarak’s door 
Jerry was already inside screaming at 
Zarak: “C'mon, push me now, Zarak, 
you motherfucker.” He inched closer to 
Zarak and was a gun barrel away from 
him. Zarak knocked the gun out of 
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lf you had toured 
the players’ rooms, you might 
have thought your- 
self in an armory. Many of 
the guys had guns. 
The scene was an accident 
waiting to happen. 
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Jerry's hand, but he got crazier and 
dove for it on the floor. Another person 
in the room, Steve, a linebacker from 
California, tried to put his foot on the 
gun. Jerry got up from the floor, drove 
Steve into the wall, picked up the gun 
again, and started waving it, talking 
crazy like a wild man: “Push me now, 
push me now.” 

The door to the room was open and 
| screamed at Rod to shut it before 
somebody walking by got shot. The way 
Jerry was waving the cocked pistol, 
anyone in sight was a target. Then 
things happened fast. Rod shut the 
door and at the same time | heard a 
shot and a scream, "Ah, motherfucker 
.,. Holy shit, | thought, Jerry shot him. 
People who were in the other rooms 
came in to see what had happened, 
and there was Jerry sitting on the floor 
muttering: "| told that motherfucker not 
to push me any goddamned more. | 
told..." Rod got really scared and ran 
down the back way. 

| didn't know what Jerry was going 
to do next. | thought I'd better get out 
of there, too, and started to hop off. 
Jerry got up and | tried to sneak to the 


other side of the room to hide. | was 
scared shit. There were more bullets in 
the gun. He walked past me and saw 
me standing against the wall. He looked 
at me and | said, ‘Jerry, put that gun 
away before you do something stupid”; 
it wasn't registering in me that he'd al- 
ready done something stupid. Jerry, I'm 
your friend. Please put the gun away,” 
| said, but he grabbed me and pushed 
me away, and headed out the door to 
our apartment downstairs. 

| panicked. Kori was still in the room 
and Jerry and she did not get along. | 
got to the room and Kori was waiting 
for me: ‘Jerry came in," she said, “and 
tried to trap me. He's gone crazy.” | got 
someone to take her out of the room 
and then tried to find Jerry. | didn't have 
to look long, because he was soon back 
in the room kicking and throwing shit 
all over the place. | had just gotten my 
clothes out of the cleaners and he had 
kicked Cokes and pizza all over them. 
The place was a mess and | was pissed 
off. “You dumb motherfucker,” | 
screamed at him, “you need to cut this 
shit out. Go put that fucking gun some- 
where before you make things worse 
than they are. You dumb piece of shit!” 
Jerry's back was turned, so he wheeled 
around and pointed the gun at my head. 
| turned around and walked away, 
snarling, “Get out of the way, mother- 
fucker,” thinking that if he was going to 
shoot me, it might as well be in the back 
of the head. 

When | got out to the street, some- 
one said, "| hope Zarak’s okay.” 

"What are you talking about?” | 
asked. 

“Man, don't you know? He shot him. 
Jerry shot him.” 

It still hadn't dawned on me that Zarak 
had been shot. It was so weird; | was 
there, but | hadn't believed what my 
eyes had seen. 

| went upstairs. Zarak was lying in 
bed with blood pouring out of him, 
moaning, “Man, why did that nigger go 
crazy? Why did he do it? Why, why, 
why did he go crazy?” 

When | went back out, the police and 
an ambulance had arrived. When they 
got to Zarak's room, he wouldn't tell 
them who'd shot him. They went around 
the dorm checking the rooms. Jerry had 
gone to the room of another defensive 
back on the team. Reggie Finch, the 
brother of my former roommate Lonnie, 
was in the room with them when the 
police got there. The cops had their 
guns out, and when the defensive back 
saw them, he lost control and pissed 
all over himself. Jerry surrendered 
without a fight. 

Zarak was rushed to the hospital and 
survived, the bullet lodged in a rib. De- 
spite the amount of blood he had lost, 
the doctors listed him in stable condi- 
tion and decided not to remove the bul- 
let. Jerry was taken to the Cleveland 
County Detention Center in Norman, 
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Through a printing er- 
ror, several chapters 
of a sexually explicit 
work wound up in a 
Chinese elementary- 
school reader. Until 
the discovery was 
made, the books in- 
structed Chinese chil- 
dren on such matters 
as “modern prostitu- 
tion’ and “girls just 
looking for fun." 


| 
OUR SPECIAL ACADEMY AWARD TO... 


.,. Cult movie director John 
Waters, who said he might in- 
clude the rock band Red Hot 
Chili Peppers in his next film on 
the grounds that he shares cer- 
tain characteristics with band 
members, whom he described 


DREAMS (S\DIVERS 


SUBSCRIPTION 
TO... 


... the Revolutionary 
Command Council of 
lraq, which ruled that 
any Iraqi man who 
murders his mother, 
daughter, sister, aunt, 
niece, or cousin be- 
Cause she committed 
adultery would not be 
prosecuted. 


The pre-nuptial 
agreement between 
billionaire John Kluge 
and his wife—who re- 
cently worked out a 
divorce settlement— 
is two and a half 
inches thick. 


Despite objections 
from religious groups, 
a Paris judge ruled 
that a subway poster 
showing a young an- 
gel with an erect 
penis was not ob- 
scene, and instead of 
arousing sexual pas- 
sions, it “could just as 
easily raise a smile.” 


as “hip, young, rich, and nude.” 
Waters added, however, that he 
has not yet started writing his 
next movie: “I look at my scripts 
as a disease. If | announce them 
too early, someone will invent 
the vaccine.” 


SAMURAI VCR! 


To the mortification of 
sony, it was discov- 
ered that an instruc- 
tion manual for the 
firm's VCR used an 
especially auspicious 
date as an example 
showing owners how 
to set the clock: De- 
cember 7. An apol- 
ogy came in re- 
sponse toa 
complaint from a man 
who said that his fa- 
ther was killed during 
the December 7, 
1941, attack on Pear! 
Harbor. 


— << 
KNOCK ON WOOD 
New York Yankees 
pitcher Pascual Perez 
complained that re- 
porters often fail to 
ask him such conven- 
tional questions as 
which hitter gives him 
the most trouble. Ac- 
cordingly, he was 
asked just that. “To 
tell the truth,” Perez 
replied, “| can't really 
think of anyone who's 
consistently been 
trouble for me. Then 
again, no one ever 
asked before, so | 
really haven't thought 
about it.” 


A New York City 
politician de- 
manded that the 
city cancel funding 
for a statue honoring 
Duke Ellington be- 
Cause it includes fig- 
ures of several nude 
women. A member of 
the art commission 
that approved the de- 
sign said, “They're not 
voluptuous women. 
They're muses.” 


The chairman of the 
Federal Communica- 
tions Commission 
wants a $16,000 ap- 
propriation to build a 
private bathroom in 
his office, in order to 
avoid using a nearby 
public lavatory. 


Veterinarians report a 
growing number of 
cases in which they 
treat pets that have 
consumed the narcot- 
ics of their owner. 
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A blind California 
man was arrested 
alter he handed a 
threatening note to a 
bank teller, collected 
$105, and then asked 
for the teller's help in 
leaving the bank. 


Arizona Senator Den- 
nis DeConcini on his 
campaign ftund-rais- 
ing techniques: *| 
would literally go any- 
place for somebody 
who would raise me 
210,000." 


Tammy Faye Bakker, reacting to a TV movie 
on the career of she and her husband, im- 
prisoned television evangelist Jim Bakker, 
called the film “trash.” Mrs. Bakker com- 
plained that it focused on the intimate de- 
tails of their marriage: “How do they know 
what happened in our bedroom? We have 


a wonderful marriage. 


... He never turned 


me down sexually.” Mrs, Bakker said that 
she did not watch the movie. 
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A recent study on 
why some foreign- 
made products fail 
dismally in the Ameri- 
can markel con- 
cluded that almost all 
flopped because of 


inappropriate product 


names that offended 
or bemused U.S. con- 
sumers. Among them 
was a French soit 
drink called Pschitt, a 
Japanese coffee 
creamer known as 
Creap, and a Finnish 
product used to un- 
freeze car locks with 
the trade name Super 
Piss. The study also 
noted that American 
companies occasion- 
ally fail to consider 


| Cultural differences in 


selling products over- 
seas—a notable ex- 
ample being Chevro- 
let's Nova line of 
cars, which flopped 
in Latin America. It 
seems that ‘no va’ in 
Spanish means "it 


| doesn't go.” 


A New York woman, 
who had suffered in- 
juries when she was 
run Over Dy a Car Oriv- 
en by her drunken 
husband, was run 
over again by a fire- 
man who was driving 
while inebriated. 


The dean of the Uni- 
versity of Alaska's 

business school has 
filed for bankruptcy. 


BUBBLEHEAD 

AWARD T0... 

... actress Ellen Bar- 
kin, who bitterly com- 
plained to Vanity Fair 
magazine because |t 
did not place her pic- 


| ture on the cover of 


(he issue containing a 
story about her. In- 
stead, the magazine's 
editors used a picture 
of Soviet leader Mik- 
hail Gorbachev. 


Despite revelations 
that he ts a transsex- 
ual and was once 
convicted of shooting 
aman ana (nen set- 
ting his body afire, a 


| candidate for a Dem- 


ocratic county chair- 
manship in Texas re- 
fused to withdraw. 
“They're scared to 
death |'m going to 
win, he said. "I just 
want to help Demo- 
crats get elected.” 


QUOTE OF THE 
MONTH 


Comedienne Sandra 
Bernhard, explaining 


| why she voted for 


Ronald Reagan in 

1980: “| was hanging 
out with ... Republi- 
cans, and they brain- 
washed me. | thought 
if | voted for Reagan, 


| 'd become gentile by, 
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FRAILTIES AND 
FOIBLES 

A group of 85 New 
York City schoolchil- 
dren, brought to City 
Hall to be honored by 
Mayor David Dinkins 
for compiling excel- 
lent school-atten- 
dance records, dis- 
covered that Dinkins 
failed to show. An 
aide, blaming the 
mayors schedule for 
his failure to appear, 
gave a speech that 
Dinkins had prepared 
for the occasion, 
which read in part, “I 
appreciate people 
who are on time for 
appointments.” 
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HOW ARE YOU 
FEELING, 
GEORGE? 


Vice-President Dan 
Quayle’s Christmas 
presents to President 
Bush included a toi- 
let-paper holder that 
plays “Hail to the 
Chief" when the pa- 
per is pulled. 


WELCOME TO THE BIG APPLE 


A guide produced by the New 
York Daily News for out-of-town 
workers who may be imported to 
the city to replace employees in 
the event of a strike warned them 
not to make eye contact with 


HEAVY EGO OF THE 

| MONTH 

| After receiving a 
$12 million, 


four-year _« 
contract, @o 


passersby, not to go alone to bank 
cash machines at night, not to go 
to Times Square, not to go to Cen- 
tral Park in the evening, and not to 
let taxi drivers know that they're 
from out of town. 
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The president of 
Washington, D.C.'s 
prestigious American 


University resigned Rickey 

after he was charged | Hender- 
with making obscene | sonof the ¥ 
phone calls from his Oakland A's 
office. complained 


that it did not 
include a gift of a 
Ferrari for setting the 
all-time record for 
stolen bases. “The lit- 
tle things mean more | 
than the big things to 
me, Henderson said. 
‘And that was one of 
the little things | cher- 
ished. And | didn't 

get it. And | was hurt. 

| really was hurt.” 


GOTCHA! 


Los Angeles officials 
investigating a suspi- 
cious request for a 
disability pension that 
had been filed by a 
sheriff's deputy dis- 
covered that, despite 
claims of serious in- 
jury, he was working 
as an exotic dancer. 


Harried by a pack of 
several dozen report- 
ers, photographers, 
and television cam- 
eramen, a young New 
York woman in formal 
attire desperately 
tried to hide, only to 
see herself pro- 
claimed that night on 
news broadcasts as 
the bride-to-be of 


| John Gotti, Jr., son of 


reputed Mafia god- 
father John Gotti. 
However, it turned 
out that the woman 
was only a brides- 
maid at the wedding. 
The wedding itself 
was not filmed, since 
cameramen and re- 
porters went to the 
wrong church. 


DOWN AND DIRTY 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 34 


where he pleaded no contest to the 
shooting charge and served 82 days 
in jail with two years probation. The 
media didn't know what to make of the 
shooting and decided that Jerry shot 
Zarak because the two had had an ar- 
gument over a borrowed cassette. No, 
it was dumber than that—it was be- 
cause of a haircut. Looking back, I'm 
very sorry that | allowed myself to get 
so angry at Zarak because he delayed 
cutting my hair, and about making a 
big deal about it to Jerry, but | never 
expected Jerry to shoot Zarak. 

‘After the shooting we were told to 
get the guns out because they were 
coming around to check,’ Jerry Parks 
told me later. “| Know for a fact that at 
least seven players had rifles and pis- 
tols. There were handguns every- 
where. Some of the coaches had to 
have known about them. One time we 
came through with three rifles in the 
middle of the day. Right in front of the 
dorms. We parked in the parking lot 
and came between the coaches’ of- 
fices and the dorm and we didn't have 
covers for the rifles. One coach said 
something to the effect of ‘Y'all need to 
have cases for those rifles.’ 

‘After the shooting the university froze 
me out. | was going to tell everything | 
knew about Bud Hall, but my lawyer 
told me, ‘No, no, no, he ain't pressing 
charges. Just keep quiet, say nothing. 
Don't give the university a bad image. 
And | said, ‘Fuck the university.’ Shit, 
they were talking about sending me to 
jail for ten years. This university is going 
to be here until the day | die. It was the 
same thing with [you]. The federal at- 
torney wanted [you] to go to jail.” 

What angered me after the shooting 
was the position of the school, espe- 
cially that of acting president David 
Swank, who refused to acknowledge 
any responsibility for what had hap- 
pened: ‘At the University of Oklahoma 
we go to great lengths to protect our 
students. Possession or use of a fire- 
arm on the O.U. campus |s in violation 
of the student code. In enforcing the 
student code, the University of Okla- 
homa is more stringent on student ath- 
letes than any other students, with fre- 
quent room visitations by members of 
the coaching staff.” 

That was Swank’s statement on be- 
half of the school, and it was a joke. If 
the school administration was leaving 
the policing of Bud Hall up to the 
coaches, they might just as well have 
left it up to the athletes. The coaches 
rarely came to the dorm, and they were 
as aware of the violations as | was. Bud 
Hall was a 24-hour revolving door of 
girls, students, and strangers. Nobody 
checked on us—in fact, none of the 
players thought it necessary to hide 
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their guns. They hid their alcohol and 
drugs only because they didn’t want 
them stolen. 

One week after the Parks-Peters 
shooting, a more horrible incident took 
place in Bud Hall. There are different 
accounts of what happened, but court 
documents state that a 20-year-old 
woman claimed she was raped by five 
men. Like the shooting, the rape was 
one more disaster waiting to happen. 
Less than three weeks after David 
Swank's statement, weapons were 
found in the room of Nigel Clay, one of 
the accused (and later convicted) rap- 
ists. Dr. Swank refused to discuss any 
of these incidents for this book, as has 
everyone in the athletic department. 

There is no excuse for anyone to 
force a woman, or for that matter, any- 
one else, against their will. What hap- 
pened can only be understood within 
the context of life at Bud Hall. The day 
after the incident most of the guys in 
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| didn't think that was 
a big deal.... 

But it was not unusual 
for a woman to 
come to a player's room 
and wind up 
having sex with a group. 
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the dorm knew something had hap- 
pened. Coming from study hall, | 
bumped into Nigel Clay, a 290-pound 
lineman who wasn't noted for being a 
ladies man. Earlier, | had been with 
some of the guys on the team who were 
saying that a girl had been raped in 
Nigel's room. It was one of those sto- 
ries where the facts are wrong, but the 
core of it is right. | asked Nigel what 
everyone was talking about. 

He began talking 90 miles a second 
and it was hard to follow him. “Oh, man," 
he stuttered, “| never did nothing. 
Fucking Bernard Hall, well, he went and 
took some pussy last night. They might 
be in trouble, man. | was under the 
impression..." 

“Nigel, man, slow down," | said. “What 
are you saying?” 

“Yeah, yeah, man,” he said. “| had 
nothing to do with it, but you know Ber- 
nard. She's trying to say we raped her, 
but you know Bernard’ 

lt was still difficult to figure out what 
he was saying. My impression was that 
some girl had gone to Nigel’s room and 
that both he and Bernard Hall had 
screwed her. At the time, | didn't think 


that was a big deal. It was not uncom- 
mon for women to come to the players’ 
rooms, and after one had had sex with 
her, his roomie might join him. Some- 
times a woman would get upset, but it 
would blow over. 

Women in Oklahoma were no differ- 
ent than men when it came to Sooner 
football. Everything centerea around 
the team, especially on campus. For 
good or bad, the players had top prior- 
ity when it came to women. If a regular 
student and a football player were going 
after the same girl, the athlete had a 
much better chance. To the players it 
was part of winning—when you reap 
the benefits, and women were one of 
the best. After a win we'd Say, “Let's go 
home and get some V.P. [Victory 
Pussy]." For the few occasions when 
O.U. lost, there was another expres- 
sion: “It ain't that bad, we'll go home 
and get some S.P. [Sympathy Pussy].” 

The most attractive O.U. coeds were 
always in Bud Hall. Even after the rape 
they still came around. After the rape 
a curfew was established and women 
had to be out of the dorm by midnight, 
but that was more public relations than 
anything else. Waking up for breakfast, 
I'd see women leaving the dorm. 

Musicians use the term “groupies’; 
at O.U. the expression was “freaks.” 
There were plenty of women going out 
with several players at the same time. 
| know of a few who slept with seven 
different players within a two-week pe- 
riod. There were others who spent a 
night sleeping with five, six, seven guys. 
It was a common sight and you just 
accepted it as normal. It was like rock 
music, with our stage the football field 
and the quarterback the lead singer. 
Our freaks were as attractive as any of 
Mick Jagger's groupies. We didn't have 
to force anybody to have sex with us, 
but like the gifts from the boosters we 
expected it. None of this excuses what 
happened in Nigel Clay’s room, but it 
does shed light on the mentality of the 
football team when it came to women. 

li was common at O.U. for black 
players to be involved with white 
women. This wasn't only a matter of 
preference—most of the groupies who 
hung around the jocks were white (O.U. 
is an almost all-white school). The black 
girls who did hang out at the dorm usu- 
ally had boyfriends. The coaches liked 
the players to think of the team as a 
family, but when it came to interracial 
dating, they thought differently. It was 
one thing if the woman was not attrac- 
tive, but when a pretty white woman 
was seen in the company of a black 
player, the coaches let us know their 
displeasure. The white players felt the 
same as the coaches. When | started 
going out with Kori, a few white players 
went to her sorority sisters and told 
them to pressure her not to see me. 
Everyone on campus was for Charles 
Thompson on Saturday afternoon on 
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CTINDIINA AND DENISE 


At best, Christina and Denise had been reluctant 
roommates. The price of New York 
apartments, not friendship, had brought them 
together. Each was wary of the other 
and protective of her own space. But unknown to 
each other, they shared a common 
bond that would change their lives forever. 
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In time, they became more than roommates. 
They became more than lovers as 
well. They explored the mysteries of a brave 
new world that they alone had created. 
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To Denise the salty sweetness of Christina's 
body was the taste of heaven. Like two sundered 
shades of one soul, they came together with a 
hunger that was more than physical. 


Together like 
this, they 
needed noth- 
ing but the 
magic of 
each other. 
Love or lust, 
that magic 
was their 
new world. 
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There's no question in my mind that 
the face of comedy has changed 
over the years, but describing that 
change is not so easy. On the mi- 
nus side, there is nobody around 
today who can do what Lenny 
Bruce did, which was to make you 
fall down laughing and think at the 
same time. Robin Williams is bril- 
liant and | love him, but two min- 
utes after you've split your sides 
laughing at his act, you can't re- 
member what he said to make you 
laugh so hard. George Carlin 
probably comes the closest of 
anyone today, and he does a mar- 


velous Lenny Bruce imitation, but | 


he isn't Lenny, either. Johnny Car- 
sons monologues actually have 
more consistently biting political 
humor in them than any stand-up 
comedian | can think of. Dick 
Gregory has pretty much given up 
comedy. Even Mort Sahl isn't Mort 
Sahl anymore. He gave Al Haig the 
line that Haig was throwing his 
“helmet into the ring,” which was 
pretty funny, but would Lenny 
Bruce have been writing lines for 
Nixon’? 

So we don't have a major polit- 
ical and social commentator in the 
country anymore, and that's a 
shame. But the legacy of Lenny 
and Mort Sahl can be felt every- 
where nonetheless. Largely be- 
cause of their impact, the newer 
comics have moved away from the 
tired shtick of the Borscht Belt co- 
medians and the old routines of 
vaudeville, and begun to shape 
material based on careful obser- 
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vation of their own lives and of cur- 
rent events. George Carlin and 
Richard Pryor have made a for- 
tune doing just that. And the com- 
ics who have followed their lead 
have had to be even more inven- 
tive, fashioning entire stage per- 


| sonalities as vehicles for their 


sometimes absurd or surreal ob- 
servations on modern life. If they 
aren't exactly Lenny, they sure as 
hell aren't Buddy Hackett. 

Of all the New York Jewish com- 
ics who came up through the 
Borscht Belt, Jackie Mason may 


| have been the best, as his recent 


resurgence bears out. | think Jay 
Leno is among the best of today's 
comics at working off what's in the 


| papers on any given day. So is Al- 


bert Brooks, except that Albert 
combines that ability with a gift for 
impersonation and endless inven- 
tion that puts him in a class by 
himself. Each has something to tell 
us about where comedy is today, 
and maybe where it's going to- 
morrow. 


Jackie Mason was a Borscht Belt 
boy all the way, except that he was 
hipper and more creative than the 


| average Borscht Belt stand-up. 
| One of the reasons Jackie was 


ahead of his time is that he didn't 
rely on the same old boring rou- 
tines about schlubby husbands 
and castrating wives that had 


| proven successful for so many 
| Jewish comedians who worked the 


hotels of the Catskill Mountains 
beginning in the 1930s. Jackie was 
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a true maverick who wrote original ma- 
terial based on the weirdness of life in 
these hotels. As a “social director” in 
the Catskills, he built his routines on 
careful observation and skewed in- 
sights into the basic craziness of civi- 
lized life. He continues to write the same 
kind of stuff today, although his subject 
matter has expanded. His idiom may 
be New York Jewish, but his approach 
is inventive beyond category. And un- 
like the safe and stodgy comics of the 
Catskills, who could be acceptably vul- 
gar, Jackie always lived perilously close 
to the edge of unacceptability. Maybe 
it shouldn't have come as such a sur- 
prise that Ed Sullivan thought Mason 
was giving him the finger when he was 
just horsing around. Jackie emanates 
that kind of irreverent energy. 

As we know, Jackie's father wanted 
him to be a rabbi, and Jackie trained 
for the rabbinate for some time. But his 
interest in being a rabbi turned out to 
be secondary to his interest in telling 
jokes. So after he quit the rabbinate, 
he started looking around for a way to 


support himself. Jackie ultimately de- - 


cided that since he was so successful 
at comedy from the pulpit, and since 
he was able to make so many jokes out 
of truths he was trying to deliver, he 
would turn his humor to more important 
things—philosophical and social com- 
mentary. The hope that he could do this 
for money in front of an audience lea 
him to take the job as social director. 
This was a mixed blessing for Jackie. 
| once asked him if it was easy to get 
that kind of job, and his answer 
sounded like one of his typical early 
bits. 

"You have to wake the same old man 
up at eight o'clock in the morning to do 
calisthenics. He didn't know he was 
supposed to do this, either. He gets up 
eight o'clock in the morning all year 
round, and he comes here to sleep. I'm 
chasing him: ‘Go ahead, jump! He 
didn't want to jump. | wanted to jump 
less than him. | came there to rest, too, 
but they hired me for the job. | killed 
seven old men in one day. And at night 
you're supposed to tell jokes, too. | al- 
ways made sure | took the job at night. 
So | figured if | wasn’t such a hit with 
the calisthenics, they saw me as a Co- 
median. So if | got laughs, at least | 
lasted another day. By the time they no- 
ticed | didn't get up for the calisthenics, 
I've got the job for another day.” 

When | asked Jackie where he got 
his material in those days, he seemed 
insulted that I'd asked. “I didn't get it,” 
he said. “| was writing it.” 

| was surprised by this, because 
back then it was common for success- 
ful performers to buy jokes and other 
material from writers. Remember, 
Woody Allen got his start by selling 
jokes to comedians. “You did all your 
own stuff?" | asked incredulously. 

“| was sitting around all during the 
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day,” Jackie said, “and | used to think 
of jokes about the hotel, the owner, the 
boss, the waiter, the food, the cars, the 
bellhops, the this, the that. | used to try 
to see what | found funny about this 
hotel. And | would do homework all day 
long to write the jokes for the night. And 
| would do it every day, but every day 
in a different hotel. Because as soon 
as | didn't do the calisthenics, | was oul 
another job." 

It seems that every time Jackie 
showed up at a new hotel applying for 
a job as social director, he would be 
looked on dubiously by the manage- 
ment, something that he found both 
frustrating and paradoxical. When | 
asked him why he had so much diffi- 
culty with Jewish managers, Jackie 
fumed. 

“Because they could see | talked with 
an accent,” Jackie said, “and they were 
ashamed of it. Jews were always more 
ashamed of my accent than gentiles. 
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The Jews figured, 

“If the gentiles hear this, 
we're all finished.’ 
Instead, the gentiles were 
breaking up—they 
loved it. It was an imme- 
diate sensation. 


2 


Gentiles found me funny. Jews just 
thought | was a ‘mockie.’ | sounded so 
much like the manager that he figured, 
‘Why do | need him when | could Go it 
myself?’ He wants me to entertain his 
guests. His guests are all old broken- 
down Jews who can't talk a word of 
English. But for them he wants to prove 
that he's got a great hotel, so he wants 
a guy who sounds like Laurence Olivier 
to entertain them. They dont under- 
stand a guy like Laurence Olivier. But 
he wants to prove that he's got a high- 
class hotel.” 

Jackie finally managed to overcome 
the Jewish prejudice against him when 
he got booked into a hot nightclub on 
La Cienega Boulevard in Beverly Hills 
run by the Slate Brothers, retired 
vaudeville performers. It was the same 
club where Don Rickles became an in- 
stant success. Jackie was a big hit 
opening night, despite his jitters. 

“| was panicky,” he said, “but | was 
also hilarious. As | started to talk, be- 
fore | even knew what | was talking 
about, they were laughing. They 
thought it was uproarious. The Jews that 
thought the gentiles couldn't stand me 


were sitting in the back of the place 
hiding because they were ashamed. 
They figured, ‘If the gentiles hear this, 
we're all finished.’ Instead, the gentiles 
were breaking up—they loved it. It was 
an immediate sensation. 

Bill Dana, who was then the head 
writer for “The Steve Allen Show,” came 
in and heard Mason's act, and got him 
booked on the show. “! went to Steve 
Allen's show panting in front of the 
camera,” Jackie told me. “! didnt re- 
member my jokes. | don't know if | got 
any out. But | was a sensation there, 
too, because my accent and my char- 
acter were something they loved im- 
mediately. And | went from $300 a week 
to $1,000 a week from one ‘Steve Allen 
show. ” 

After Steve Allen, Jackie's next big 
hit was on Jack Paar's “Tonight Show.” 
To Jackie, Paar is the greatest sales- 
man of our time. “If he liked you and he 
thought you were great,” Mason said, 
“even if you stunk right in front of the 
whole country, and everybody saw you 
stink the house out, they thought you 
were great, because Paar said so. They 
figured he knows something. And if he 
knows, who are they to say it stinks? 
So Jack Paar was the prime thing for 
me, because he took an immediate lik- 
ing to me. He was discovering a Jew 
every week." 

“Was it a plan?” | asked. "A Jew-a- 
Week Plan?" 

"It almost worked out that way,” 
Jackie said. "| think he did more for the 
Jews than Moses.” 

Jackie also explained the origin of 
his stage attitude, his "I don't need it, 
I'm a star, I'm the biggest thing in the 
world,” which he used in his recent hit 
Broadway show, The World According 
to Me! “| honestly don't know how that 
evolved,” he said. "I think it probably 
came from the fact that | had an intense 
inferiority complex. | unconsciously ex- 
pected to be rejected. Even though | 
said to myself, ‘I'm great, inside | prob- 
ably wasn't that sure, and | was really 
more frightened than | care to admit. 
So | used to go on the stage with some 
kind of defensive attitude. And my de- 
fensive attitude was, ‘Here | am, the 
greatest comedian in the world. | was 
trying to win over the audience's sym- 
pathy by making it very clear that I'm 
not sure of myself, by howling ‘I'm the 
greatest, when | was obviously un- 
known. | make it such a farce that it'll 
become ridiculous of itself.” 

“Are you over that now completely?” 

“| don't think |'m over it. | think deep 
in my heart |'m still very insecure.” 

“Have you ever sought help for it?” 

“Oh, sure, | went to a psychiatrist for 
years.” 

"Did it help you?” 

“Sure, he told me that I'm all right, 
but he told me you're not so great.” 

In thinking back on Jackie through 
all the years I've known him, I'm amazed 
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at how little he has changed, from his 
attitude and his accent to the kind of 
humor he creates. All that has hap- 
pened in 20 years is that the rest of the 
country has caught up with him. The 
network may have canceled his tele- 
vision show, but the guy with the ac- 
cent is a star. 


Next to doing a national weather re- 
port, the thing | would most like to do 
that I've never done is stand-up com- 
edy. At least, that’s what | think every 
time | watch somebody like Jay Leno 
go to work. Jay is deceptively funny, 
which is a little like saying a pitcher is 
“sneaky fast.” What do | mean’? For one 
thing, a lot of Jay's material, like Jackie 
Mason's, is built around observations 
of daily life, although Jay's insights are 
somewhat less acerbic. But Jay is one 
of the best at tapping the other source 
of material that has marked the great 
modern-day comic since Sahl and 
Lenny—current events. 

When Leno works his way around 
from personal observation to the social 
and political stuff taken from the day's 
newspapers, he’s in top form. You've 
probably gotten used to seeing Jay sit 
behind the desk as guest host on “The 
Tonight Show,” but check out his mono- 
logue some night. His jokes have a lot 
of the same political bite for which 
Johnny's monologue is notable. He may 
use Johnny's writers for that, but his 
own material is just as pointed. 

| saw Jay's stand-up show when | was 
out in Vegas a few years ago, and when 
| had him on the radio later that same 
night, | asked him what kinds of jokes 
get the biggest laughs in his shows. He 
told me the hottest jokes are usually 
based on things that have been in the 
news that day or just previously. “For 
example,” he said, “almost any joke you 
tell in the next two weeks about Jimmy 
Swaggart will get a laugh.” 

The story had recently broken that 
Swaggart had been involved with a 
prostitute in New Orleans, so | asked 
Jay exactly what jokes he was telling 
about Swaggart. 

“Well, | think there are some good 
side effects to the Bakker thing and the 
Swaagart thing,” he said. “Even people 
who are atheists are starting to Say, 
‘Hey, maybe there is a God." 

“What about Jimmy himself?" | asked. 

"For years,” Jay said, “what did he 
tell people? If you've ever watched him, 
what would he say? ‘Stay out of porno 
bookstores, stay out of cheap motels, 
because you'll see something you 
shouldn't see.’ And apparently it was 
him. But | saw one of those PT.L. guys 
on your show. What was his name, 
Dortch?” 

“Reverend Richard Dortch,” | said. 
He'd been second-in-command of 
Bakker’s PT.L. organization. 

“Yes, and this is exactly what he said. 
What he wants to do is establish a code 
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of ethics for TV ministers. You know, | 
thought they had a code of ethics. It 
was called the Bible. Whatever hap- 
pened to that? Do we really need an 
Eleventh Commandment? Thou shalt 
not play the pirate and the slave girl in 
cheap motels. Do you have to write that 
down now’?” 

When | asked Leno if he was doing 


any Jesse Jackson stuff, his answer 


gave me another insight into what works 
and what doesn't in the area of topical 
comedy. 

“| don't do much on Jesse,” he said. 
“You've got to give him a little more time. 
Other than trying to find a word to 
rhyme with ‘orange, Jesse hasn't made 
any promises yet that | can really hold 
against him. But you know what tt Is, 
too? People say comics are not making 
fun of him because he's black, and the 
comics are afraid they'll be seen as 
racist. But Jesse is the candidate of the 
underdog, and from a comedy point of 
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| think there are some good 
side effects to 
the Bakker and Swaggart 
things. Even people 
who are atheists are starting 
to say, “Hey, 
maybe there is a God!” 
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view, you really can't make fun of the 
underdog. Because the comic sees 
himself as the underdog. 

“When a politician says that his plat- 
form is to stop drugs, and to help the 
farmers and working people—well, 
that’s good. You can't say much against 
that. Comedy ts always knocking down 
the pompous, so you want to go after 
the candidate who's the guy of the rich 
and powerful. So it's not really true that 
comics are laying off Jesse because 
he's black. You make fun of him the way 
you make fun of any other candidate. 
It's just that he doesn't have the big 
money interests behind him, so there's 
really nothing you can nail him on. At 
least not yet. But we'll find something.” 


But when you talk about comics who 
can work off the events of the day, the 
guy | think is the best in the business 
is probably also this country's best-kept 
comedic secret. And that's regrettable, 
because Albert Brooks is a genius. His 
films—Aeal Life, Modern Romance, and 
Lost in America—have remained cult 
hits without ever becoming big box-of- 
fice favorites. He was nominated for an 


Oscar for his brilliant supporting role in 
Broadcast News. But Albert followed 
up his critical success by carefully 
avoiding acting roles for the next few 
years. Some people feel that he has a 
thing about success—that he's terr- 
fied of it. But me, | think that’s just Al- 
bert, always doing the unexpected. 

| don't know how to explain Albert 
Brooks's fractured comic genius if you 
haven't already experienced it, other 
than to give you one thin slice of his 
bizarre brain in action. With his !Q, I’m 
sure he can spare a sliver. We were 
talking shortly after the Supreme Court 
had handed down its controversial rul- 
ing that the Texas law against flag- 
burning was unconstitutional. If you re- 
call, that same day the Court also re- 
leased its decision that those 976 
phone numbers—the ones people call 
for phone sex—were legal. Putting this 
all together, Albert said he had an idea 
for a new phone line: 976-FLAG. You 
call and hear the flag being burned. 

“You would just hear a guy giving di- 
rections,” Albert said. “You know: ‘Okay, 
Bob, lay it out. Put kerosene on the stars 
and put Union oil on the stripes. All right, 
light up the torch! Wohhh! And then 
they hang up like they do on the sex 
phones. You have to call back to hear 
it actually burning.” 

That was a throwaway that came up 
accidentally, but you get the idea. Al- 
bert told me that when he was starting 
out as a comic, the biggest deal in the 
world for him or any other comic was 
going on “The Tonight Show” with 
Johnny Carson. It was so traumatic, and 
he worked on his material so hard and 
in such excruciating detail—and Al- 
bert is a perfectionist to begin with— 
that he just can't bring himself to go 
through that kind of torture anymore. 
It's not any easier for him today than it 
was ten or 15 years ago. That he was 
brilliant at it and that it may have come 
across as being very off-the-cuff 
doesn't belie the fact that it was all 
sweat and blood. In fact, Albert won't 
do any TV show now, including mine, 
even though he'll come on the radio just 
about any time he feels like it. 

lf Albert doesn't drop by the radio, 
he may call up the show, although | 
never know when he's going to call. One 
night after | had finished interviewing 
Shirley MacLaine and had gone to open 
phones, | got a signal from the control 
room that Albert was on the phone as 
President Bush. | guess he'd been 
working on Bush and wanted to try out 
his impression in a national forum. 

“| understand that George Bush Is 
with us,” | said. "Hello?" 

“| guess |'m talking to Larry now,” Al- 
bert said in a hesitant semi-drawl that 
was immediately recognizable as 
George Bush. 

“Mr. President?” 

“Larry?” 

“Yes.” 
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“I love a guy who knows where he's going!” 
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BY ROBERT DALEY 


The Medellin drug cartel is not a cartel. The four or five men 
at the top of it know each other and sometimes use each 
other. One may furnish expertise in new electronic gear, for 
instance, in exchange for help laundering money. They once 
joined together to finance and staff a major jungle lab, but 
the government found and destroyed it. Some of them were 
street thugs to start with, but others were not. Pablo Marzo 
was originally a tombstone thief and murderer. David Ley in- 
herited a bank. The cartel chieftains are not partners, any 
more than the heads of New York's five Mafia families are 
partners, and sometimes they have a falling-out. What follows 
is an excerpt from my novel A Faint Cold Fear, to be published 
by Little, Brown and Company. 
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David Ley looked across the desk at 
the man who called himself Buford 
short. 

“How did my people find you?" he 
said. 

“| don't know,” said Short. “You tell 
me.” He was smoking and he squinted 
at Ley through a haze of cigarette 
smoke. 

Smoking was distasteful to Ley, but 
he did not say so. 

“They found me.” Short gave a shrug. 
“What difference does it make?” 

David Ley knew very well where and 
how his men had found him and what 
his reputation was, and that his name 
was not Buford Short. He looked at him 
and thought: So this is the guy. 

“You've worked in Lebanon, |'m told. 
In West Germany—' Before entrusting 
him with a job as important—and as 
potentially dangerous—as the one he 
had in mind, Ley wanted to get some 
personal sense of the man. 

“West Germany, yes. Lebanon, no. | 
was only there a few months. | con- 
ducted a kind of a school. | didn't work 
there." 

“Yes, said David Ley. “And was the 
schoo! successful?” 

Short shrugged again. 

lt depended how you measured suc- 
cess, Ley thought. Every time a car 
blew up in Beirut, every time a bomb 
went off in a lobby, Buford Short could 
probably take some credit. He had 
taught a generation how to do it. His 
clients in Germany merely blew up air- 
liners. The man must be ice inside. 

He made Ley uncomfortable. There 
was something predatory about him. He 
was small, about five six. He looked 
wiry. Gray hair. He wore a three-piece 
suit, blue pinstripes. Garish. The stripes 
were too wide, and the suit, bought off 
the rack somewhere, didn't fit. 

David Ley prided himself on being 
able to sit behind his desk and take the 
measure of a man. 

“The money is satisfactory to you?" 

“The numbers, yes. The mode of 
payment, no.” 

“Please explain. 

“| told your people my terms,” said 
Buford Short. “Half up front in cash. The 
rest cabled to Switzerland to a number 
I'll give you." 

Buford Short was from Philadelphia. 
Ley had felt it necessary to search that 
far afield to get what he wanted. “You 
don’t mind,’ he probed, ‘carrying that 
much cash around?” 

"No." 

“And the rest to a numbered Swiss 
account, you say.” 

"A rich Jew showed me how to do it,” 
said Buford Short. ‘Jews are best for 
that sort of thing.” 

In the banking business you let oth- 
ers structure deals, but before imple- 
menting them you examined the struc- 
ture carefully and you made the key 
yes or no decision yourself. If you hoped 
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to stay solvent, that is. The decision now 
was up to him. 

“You're sure the job is something you 
can do.” 

“You want a parked car to blow up 
on a radio signal,” said Buford Short. 
“Nothing to it.” 

“| see." 

“Something | explained to your peéo- 
ple,” said Buford Short. “My part of the 
contract is, | put the mechanism in 
place. Then | leave. Your guys operate 
it or don't operate it. What they do is 
immaterial to me. By then I'm out of 
here.” 

“| see,” 

‘As long aS we understand each 
other.” 

“And if the device fails to detonate?" 

“Then you don't owe me anything 
more.” 

‘And you immediately return the down 
payment,” Ley said. It was an attempt 
at humor, and he grinned at him. 
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“You want a parked 
car to blow up on a radio 
signal,’ said 
Buford Short. “Nothing to 
it... as long as 
we understand each other.” 
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Buford Short peered back through 
the cigarette smoke and did not reply. 

“What would you use?” 

“RDX, Pentolite, plastic, amatol. Any- 
thing you want. You tell me.” 

“RDX?" 

‘Also known as cyclonite or hexo- 
gen. RDX is good. It’s used in artillery 
shells. When you mix it with liquid TNT 
it's called Composition B.” 

Ley nodded. “People speak about a 
shaped charge. What's that?” 

“You want to blow a hole in the ground 
or do some damage?” 

Ley said nothing. 

“You Know anything about explo- 
sives?” asked Buford Short. 

They studied each other across the 
desk. 

“Then why don't you let me worry 
about that end of it?” said Short. 

He had beady little eyes, Ley de- 
cided. 

“Dynamite is still the best,” said Short. 
“The most readily obtainable, the most 
reliable, the safest. | like working with 
dynamite. The target will be how far 
away?” 

What had been only a notion sud- 


denly became far too explicit. David Ley 
gave another inappropriate grin. “About 
twenty meters at the most.” 

“Dynamite,” said Short. “It does the 
job, believe me.” 

“How much would you need?" 

“Four or five sticks will take out 
everything for fifty yards around.” 

“Maybe less would be sufficient.” 
David Ley considered an area that 
size—the area he had in mind. How 
many people would be in it? 

“You want to make sure, or don't 
you?” 

Well, maybe no one. In any case, it 
couldn't be helped. “Sure? Yes, of 
course.’ 

Buford Short looked at him. 

“Unfortunately,” said David Ley, “it’s 
necessary. Why am / apologizing to 
this man? he wondered. 

“Or | wouldn't be here,” said Buford 
Short. "Right?" 

Behind the desk, Ley rose to his feet. 
The interview was over. 

But short remained seated. "We 
haven't talked about when.’ 

“You'll be advised. Where do my 
people have you, my ranch? My villa? 
Are you comfortable there?” 

"I'm at the Intercontinental.” 

"Oh?" This seemed to Ley a security 
lapse, and he was surprised. 

“When | work, | stay in hotels,” stated 
short. “A litthke precautionary measure, 
you might say.” 

It was almost a challenge. They 
stared at each other for a moment. 

“Talk about when,” said Short. “! don't 
like to hang around a place. You can 
understand why.” 

“A few days,” Ley murmured, “a few 
days.” 

‘And I'll have to have a look at the 
location.” 

Ley nodded, and showed Short out. 

When the man was gone he opened 
the window and tried to fan out all the 
smoke. In Philadelphia Short had been 
a cop. His name was McCoy. When 
cops go bad, thought Ley, they are the 
worst. He did not like it that Short was 
on his own in a Medellin hotel, but ba- 
sically he was satisfied. He took two 
deep breaths and decided to go ahead 
with it. Picking up his phone, he gave 
instructions that the down payment be 
delivered to Short's hotel in a suitcase, 
and that whatever gear he required be 
procured. 

That night Ley drove Short past the 
location. He had been about to order 
someone else to do it, but changed his 
mind. The whole idea—what was to 
happen and why—was making him 
giddy, but also excited. Besides which, 
security so far had been lax, he be- 
lieved. The fewer people who knew 
anything, the better. 

lt was past midnight. There was al- 
most no other traffic. He picked Short 
up in front of the hotel and continued 
on. They were not alone in the car. A 
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young Colombian whose name was 
Pepe Caceres sat in the back and did 
not speak. Ley considered Caceres 
absolutely trustworthy, and had de- 
cided to make him part of this opera- 
tion. He wanted him to watch as it was 
set up. 

There were no backup cars. Ley 
drove around in circles for a while to 
make sure he was not being tailed, then 
steered into a street off Avenida Bolivar 
and pointed out the building in which 
Pablo Marzo kept an apartment. Marzo 
had the entire penthouse floor. It was 
where he always stayed when in Me- 
dellin. He was not in residence at the 
moment, Ley believed, but would be 
tomorrow, because a summit meeting 
of the cartel was scheduled for 7 PM. 
in the bank. 

Ley drove on by without slowing and 
without stopping—nothing should at- 
tract the attention of any of Marzo's men 
who might be watching. There was a 
garage ramp that went underneath the 
building, and he pointed it out. The tar- 
get would come up that ramp, Ley told 
Short. 

The car loaded with explosives would 
be parked at the curb beside the en- 
trance to the ramp. Since this was a 
one-way street, the car would Nave to 
turn to the right onto the street, and for 
a moment it would be placed exactly 
beside the parked car. The car con- 
taining the detonator would be posi- 


58 PENTHOUSE 


tioned in the driveway of another build- 
ing about a block away. 

“A block?” said Short, seated beside 
him. He had half-turned and was peer- 
ing behind him. “How far would you say 
that is?” 

“About eighty meters. Is that far 
enough?" 

“Unless the windshield disintegrates 
and comes in on you.” 

“Will it?" 

“Blast waves are hard to figure.” 

“One has to be close enough to see 
who's in the car when it comes up the 
ramp." 

“One does, doesn't one,” mimicked 
Short. “That's your problem, pal. | don't 
want to know about it.” 

They drove by twice. Short made a 
rough map. They spoke English 
throughout, and no one translated for 
Pepe Caceres in the backseat. Ley 
drove Short back to the hotel. 

Marzo’s name had not been men- 
tioned. It was not something Short 
needed to know. Probably he would not 
have recognized it anyway, Ley be- 
lieved. But any local bomber would 
have—and either become paralyzed 
with fear or gone straight to Marzo with 
the news. It was for this reason that 
Ley's men had had to search so far 
afield. They had had to find someone 
with the necessary skills who was both 
willing to take on such an assignment 
and unknown in Colombia. They had 
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“Wow, Ruth, you sure give great pumpkin!” 


settled on, and brought back, Buford 
Short. 

The next day Short was driven out to 
David Ley’s ranch to prepare the two 
cars. One was a ten-year-old Chevro- 
let. He taped the five sticks of dynamite 
together, and taped the detonator on 
top. It made a small, neat package. He 
took the backseat out and laid this 
package down in the seat well, testing 
to make sure the seat would fit snugly 
back in place. 

Ley, watching him work, was fasci- 
nated. 

Now he lifted the floor mats and 
strung his antenna wire forward until it 
reached the base of the car's radio 
aerial, to which he attached it. He at- 
tached another wire to the car's ciga- 
rette lighter, and brought it back under 
the floor mats to the backseat, where 
he tied it loosely to the seat frame. 

“The cigarette lighter's where you get 
your power from,” he commentea. “Your 
surge of electricity that sets off the 
charge.” 

David Ley nodded. 

“You don't want to attach the power 
to the dynamite until the last minute.” 

“That makes sense,” said Ley. 

“When you're ready to move, I'll hook 
it up.” 

Ley found an almost sexual excite- 
ment in contemplating all this. Marzo’s 
car would come out of the garage onto 
the street and— 
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At first Ley had thought he would use 
Caceres to trigger the explosion. He 
himself would be far away. Now he was 
not so sure. The stakes were very, very 
high, Caceres might panic and fail. In 
any case, he realized he wanted to do 
it himself. It made him almost dizzy to 
think about it. 

The second car was a Buick. It was 
newer, though not so new as to attract 
attention. The radio transmitter was the 
size of a garage-door opener, and 
worked, Short explained, exactly the 
same way. lt would send a signal for- 
ward to the detonator in the other car. 
He showed Ley, and also Pepe Cace- 
res, who was present, how it worked, 
pressing the lever several times and 
making them do it. Ley’s hands began 
to tingle as he handled the little black 
box. Such a neat little box, in appear- 
ance totally innocuous, yet deadlier 
than a great white shark. 

Short bolted it to the underside of the 
dashboard and, when Ley asked why, 
told him that if it were dropped or jarred 
it might set off the dynamite prema- 
turely. 

Ley nodded. He was thinking about 
pressing that lever. He had never done 
anything similar before but was confi- 
dent he could do it, and afterwards 
everyone would applaud. With Marzo 
out of the picture, the mindless vio- 
lence would stop before it was too /ate. 

Short attached the wire from the 
transmitter's terminals to the Buick’s 
cigarette lighter. 

“Extra power, to carry the signal for- 
ward,” he said. “Flashlight batteries 
might do it, but it’s best to be sure.” 

The transmitter had an antenna wire, 
too. Short strung it over to the fender 
well and attached it to the base of the 
Buick's radio aerial. 

He had worked about an hour. “That's 
all | can do for now," he said, and Ley 
had him driven back to his hotel. 


That same afternoon Caceres drove 
one of the pickup trucks into the near- 
est village, ostensibly to buy supplies. 
Instead he made a phone call from the 
post office and then drove on to an- 
other village, where he was unlikely to 
meet anyone who worked for Ley and 
where he waited more than an hour in 
a bar. Finally a man came in, ques- 
tioned him briefly, and then drove him 
in a second truck to an isolated house 
at the end of a two-mile-long dirt road. 
Caceres went inside and found himself 
face-to-face with a number of men, one 
of them Pablo Marzo. He had met Marzo 
only once before, and he was imme- 
diately afraid. 

Caceres and his wife both worked 
for Ley. He took care of Ley’s horses 
and his wife was one of the maids in 
the big house, and one day Ley had 
raped her. Had simply walked in while 
she was vacuuming his bedroom and 
ordered her to get undressed. After 
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moping around for two days after- 
wards, the woman had been overcome 
by her shame. Amid many tears she 
had told her husband. 

Caceres's first reaction was what any 
man's would be. He beat her severely, 
which she seemed to expect and even 
perhaps to relish. His second was to 
make contact through a cousin with 
Pablo Marzo. His one meeting with 
Marzo had been brief. He let it be 
known that he was willing to betray 
David Ley, but when Marzo asked why, 
Caceres was so ashamed he was un- 
able to answer. How did he mean to do 
this? Marzo asked next. Again Caceres 
had no answer. Quickly losing interest, 
Marzo told him to keep in touch. An 
underling paid him 30,000 pesos. With 
the money Caceres had bought himself 
a pair of patent-leather shoes. He had 
not yet worn them. They were in the 
wardrobe in the outbuilding in which he 
lived with his faithless wife. He liked to 
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Once McCoy defused 200 
pounds of dynamite 
in Penn Station. The area 
had been evacuated. 
The bomb was already tick- 
ing. It was the supreme 
experience of his life so far. 
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take them out and look at them. They 
were so shiny he could almost see his 
reflection. 

Today, once again face-to-face with 
Pablo Marzo, Caceres was again un- 
able to speak. Marzo ordered him 
served a glass of aguaraiente, and got 
him calmed down, and finally Caceres 
managed to explain about Buford Short. 
He didn't know Short's name but knew 
the hotel where he could be found. He 
described the car bomb that was being 
readied, but he didn’t know who it was 
for. He knew the address where it would 
be placed, but not who lived there. He 
mentioned this address, and Marzo's 
eyebrows went up. 

“Is this that | have brought you im- 
portant?" Caceres asked anxiously. 

“No,” said Pablo Marzo. He ordered 
someone to pay Caceres another 
30,000 pesos and to drive him back to 
his truck. 

That night Buford Short's telephone 
rang in his hotel. It woke him out of a 
sound sleep. Short squinted at his 
watch. It was two in the morning. 

“The boss wants to see you,” the 
caller told him. 


short argued with him, but the caller 
was insistent. “Get dressed, be down- 
stairs in five minutes. Mr. Ley is waiting 
for you.” 

Short was driven through the empty 
city to Marzo’s apartment. He recog- 
nized the street when the car came onto 
it, and then the building, and as the car 
shot down the ramp into the garage he 
knew he had a problem. 


Short—McCoy at the time—had been 
corrupt almost from the day he took his 
oath as a Philadelphia policeman. It was 
a corrupt department at that time and 
he saw this and wanted his share. When 
he intervened in family fights, he stole 
whatever was lying around. He stole 
money and jewelry off corpses. He stole 
goods out of shops that had been bur- 
glarized, making sure first that the bur- 
glar was gone and that the owner had 
not yet appeared. He stashed the loot 
in his radio car and took it home with 
him when his shift ended. He extorted 
money from shopkeepers for allowing 
cars to double-park outside, and then 
from drug dealers and others in ex- 
change for their release. He gave per- 
jured testimony in court for a fee. 

When a corruption commission was 
appointed and began its investigation, 
McCoy knew enough to lie low for a 
while, and he asked for and got a trans- 
fer to the bomb squad. There was no 
corruption on the bomb squad—how 
could there be?—and the commission 
was unlikely to look there. He was sent 
to a school run by the FB.1. in Quantico, 
Virginia, for three months. He learned 
the properties of the various explo- 
sives, which ones were stable, which 
volatile, how much of each would do 
what. He learned about letter bombs, 
pipe bombs, time bombs, all kinds of 
bombs, and how to defuse same. He 
watched bombs detonated. No one 
ever taught him how to make a bomb 
or rig one, but it wasn't too hard to fig- 
ure out. 

The bomb squad was good duty. The 
cops sat around all day like firemen, 
waiting. Of course when they worked, 
the sweat tended to run into their eyes. 
Over the next eight years, McCoy de- 
fused dozens of bombs. Amateur 
bombs. Professional bombs. Little 
bombs. Big bombs. Knowledge and 
technique was what it took. And steady 
hands. He became a man of absolute 
confidence. Once he defused 200 
pounds of dynamite in Penn Station. 
The station had been evacuated. The 
bomb was already ticking. He volun- 
teered. There was no one in that whole 
vast enclosure but him. It took him 
seven minutes to dismantle the bomb. 
lt was the supreme experience of his 
life so far, and he had had a weakness 
for dynamite ever since, 

Finally, having concluded that he was 
worth more than the police department 
was paying him, he took his pension 


and went into business for himself. He 
demanded big fees but gave value, and 
the groups he worked for willingly paid 
them. His first job was in Belfast. The 
Irish Republican Army had sympathiz- 
ers in most of the major police depart- 
ments in the Northeast. They were al- 
ways looking for contributions, arms, 
people with specific skills. With a name 
like McCoy, they found him easily 
enough. He stayed more than a year in 
Ireland and even acquired a bit of a 
brogue. When he returned, he was held 
up at Customs. The British government 
wanted him for questioning. He talked 
his way out of the airport and became 
Buford Short. He did other jobs for the 
I.R.A. later, and his reputation and new 
name passed along the underground 
grapevine from country to country, 
group to group. The work was not par- 
ticularly dangerous if you knew what 
you were doing. The people he had to 
deal with were another story. Most were 
angry and some were not quite sane. 
They didn't frighten him. Time after time 
he faced them down. He was a crook: 
nobody ever said he wasn't brave. 

Now he was shoved into a room con- 
taining several men. It was a living 
room: modern sectionals, a thick glass 
coffee table, a huge television set, glass 
doors to a terrace. There were no flow- 
ers or plants in the room; Short guessed 
nobody lived in this place very often. 
There were no glasses or snacks on 
the coffee table or end tables. But Short 
already knew that the men in this room 
were not there to relax. 

The one who seemed to be the leader 
was short, heavyset, with black hair and 
a black mustache. Short studied him a 
moment. 

“Who are you?” he said bluntly. 

Marzo, who did not speak English, 
glanced at the man who had been 
Short's driver. 

“Pablo Marzo,” the man said to Short. 

Short knew the name. It was his busi- 
ness to know such names. He nodded. 

“Maybe we can come to an arrange- 
ment, said Marzo amiably. He spoke 
in Spanish, and the driver translated. 

Short again nodded. 

“Maybe you leave here a rich man," 
said Marzo. 


The cars were moved into position late 
the next afternoon. Short parked the 
Chevrolet against the curb at the exit 
to the garage ramp. David Ley, sitting 
in the Buick in the driveway as planned, 
watched him walking back up towards 
him. The Chevrolet was illegally parked, 
Ley saw. The tail of it extended into the 
ramp area. 

short stuck his head into the car win- 
dow. “That's good enough," he said. “It's 
not going to be there long, is it?" And 
he grinned. 

Ley wondered how he could grin at 
such a time. Ley’s own mouth was dry. 
His palms resting on the Buick’s steer- 


ing wheel were so damp they felt stuck | 


there. He was in the same state of 
heightened excitement as before, ex- 
cept that it no longer felt a bit sexual. 

short got into the car beside him. 
“Who's going to do it, you?” 


“We have a proverb here,” Ley said, | 


managing a weak smile. He was trying 
to appear debonair, but it was harder 
than he had hoped. “A man is never as 
well served as by himself.” 

short nodded. “Interesting,” he said. 


Marzo said: “Who's going to do it?" and 
waited while this was translated. 
“Him, | think,” said Buford Short. 
“He's not that crazy.” 
“That's the sense | have." 


Short leaned under the dashboard to 
fasten the second wire to the transmit- 
ter fixed there. “We don't have such a 
proverb where | come from," he said, 
“but | can see what you mean.” 

His fingers seemed to be working 
with extreme care. “There,” he said, “it's 
armed. Don't touch it now unless you're 


serious.’ He sat back and glanced out | 


the window. There were stores along 
this street and pedestrians moving in 


both directions. “What's he for?" he | 


asked, jerking his head in the direction 
of Caceres in the backseat. 
“| might need him," said David Ley. 


“How much is supposed to be in that 
car?” asked Marzo. 

short waited for the translation, then 
answered: "Five sticks.” 

“Use the same.” 


‘Jesus,’ said Short. “One stick will | 


send a man through the roof of a car. 
Five sticks, the birds'll be eating him off 
the trees for a year.” 

Marzo did not wait for the translation. 
staring at Short, holding up his hand, 
he counted off his fingers in Spanish: 
“Uno, dos, tres, cuatro, cinco.” 

To Short his meaning was clear 
enough. “He won't be identifiable as 
human,” Short warned. 


“Bien,” said Marzo. Short knew that | | 
word. Good. Marzo wanted such a re- 


sult. He wanted to insult somebody. He 
saw it as the ultimate insult. 

“Have you considered there's stores 
in that part of the street? People walk- 
ing by.” 


This time Marzo spoke in heavily ac- | 


cented English. He said: “You do it.” 


“This is as far as | go, pal," Short said. 

As he started to get out of the car, 
Ley thought about making him wait with 
him for whatever was to happen; then 
he decided against it. 

“Take it easy,” Short said, and left. 
He walked up and turned the corner 
into the side street where a car waited 
to take him to the airport. Ley watched 
him in the rearview mirror until he dis- 
appeared. 

Ley had two other cars in the side 
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street as well. Backups. Five men in 
each who didn't know what they were 
waiting for. They would be terrified if 
they knew. Afterwards he would stroll 
back there and they would take him to 
the bank. Although he saw himself 
strolling, at the moment it was hard even 
to swallow. Afterwards he would chair 
the summit meeting while pretending 
not to know why Marzo was late. 

He glanced behind him at Caceres. 
He had fucked the young man’s wife, 
and it had bothered him. She had wept 
from beginning to end. Afterwards, de- 
spite himself, he had felt almost a kind 
of remorse. As a result he had deter- 
mined to bring her husband forward in 
his organization. He would make his 
career for him. Tonight Caceres would 
serve as an insurance policy if all went 
well, or else, though he had been told 
nothing yet, of course, he would un- 
dertake his first major assignment. Be- 
cause Ley was by no means sure Marzo 
was in the building at this time. If he 
wasn't, still he might return there after 
the summit meeting, or late at night to 
sleep. Ley of course would be gone by 
then—having given Caceres his in- 
structions and leaving him on post. 
There would be three cars probably, 
with Marzo in the middle one, he would 
tell him. He believed he could trust him 
to press the transmitter at the proper 
time. This was a careful young man. He 
took excellent care of the horses. 

lt was dusk. The sun was well below 
the buildings. Ley wore disreputable 
clothes and dark glasses, with a big 
fedora pulled low on his forehead. He 
looked like any workman waiting in a 
driveway. No one walking by had taken 
any notice of him. Caceres in the back- 
seat was a small brown man and from 
the sidewalk could barely be seen at 
all. He sat there as serenely as if they 
had come out to buy groceries. As If 
confident that the device would misfire. 

Suppose it did misfire? Suppose Ley 
pressed the lever and nothing hap- 
pened? 

No harm done. Marzo in his three- 
car cortege would drive off not know- 
ing how close they had come. Ley 
would wait a few minutes, then drive 
away in the Buick. Ley almost wished 
this was what would happen. Bui a lot 
of nervousness, a lot of sweaty palms 
would have been wasted. He would 
have to notify the police anonymously 
to come and defuse the bomb before 
somebody with a cellular telephone or 
CB radio set it off by accident. 

Beside him on the seat lay a pair of 
binoculars. But he couldn't afford to be 
seen peering through them at the ramp. 
Besides, he could see it well enough. 
Marzo always moved in the middle of 
three cars, all black Cadillacs. When 
he saw the first Cadillac come up the 
ramp, he would know it was now only 
a matter of seconds. Then, as soon as 
the nose of the second appeared, he 
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would press the lever. He reached to- 
ward it now, touched it, almost ca- 
ressed it. He had a tremendous urge 
to press it, see what would happen. It 
was akin to the urge one felt on top of 
a tall building. The urge to jump that 
always made one step quickly back. 
But in this case Ley did not step back 
immediately. Instead his finger stroked 
the lever. There would be nothing to do 
after he pressed it but duck. Ley’'s 
mouth had grown increasingly dry. His 
lips felt dry and chapped. He was thirsty 
and needed to go to the bathroom. 
Just then a man walked up the ramp. 
He stood there glancing around. One 
of Marzo's men. Ley recognized him. 
Get ready, he thought, and was gripped 
by sudden panic. He reached his fin- 
gers towards the lever and saw in the 
uncertain light that his hand trembled. 
Dont try to caress that thing now, he 
told himself, you'll set it off for sure. 
Apparently satisfied with what he had 
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He had a tremendous 
urge to press the lever, see 
what would happen. 
lt was akin to what one felt 
on top of a tall 
building. The urge to 
jump. ... His mouth was 
increasingly dry. 
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seen, the man had disappeared. Gone 
back down the ramp, Ley supposed, 
though he hadn't seen it. Where had 
he been looking that he had lost sight 
of the man? He listened hard and 
thought he could hear car motors com- 
ing up that ramp. Impossible. He was 
ioo far away. 

The first car came up the ramp, five 
men inside it. One of them was Marzo, 
but Ley didn’t know this. The light was 
worse than he had expected. He 
couldn't identify anyone. With a squeal 
of tires, the car burst out of the ramp, 
veered right, and vanished. It had been 
in sight only an instant. It didn't even 
stop at the stop sign on the corner. This 
might have been a warning to Ley, but 
wasn't. 

The adrenaline was surging through 
him. He was no longer thinking clearly. 
Taking no chances on a re-double 
cross, Marzo was already safe, even as 
Ley reached for the lever. lt was the 
second car he wanted. The second car 
was coming. He saw its headlight 
beams first, then its nose. Another 
Cadillac. He didn't even wait for It to 
turn out of the ramp onto the street. 


Fifty yards, Short had said. Close 
enough. He pressed the lever. 


“Is there some way to build a delay into 
that thing?” asked Marzo. 

Short waited for the translation, and 
then thought a bit about it. He nodded. 

‘A delay that makes a noise, so he'll 
know about it?” 

“Some clicks,” said Short. “Yes.” 

“Say three seconds,” said Marzo. “Do 
it that way.” 

short nodded. 

“He should think about it,” said Marzo. 
“| want him to have some last thoughts. 
He won't have time for any last words.” 


David Ley pressed the lever, but it failed 
to send its signal forward to the Chev- 
rolet loaded with dynamite, or if it did, 
the detonator up there malfunctioned, 
because nothing happened. What he 
assumed to be Marzo’s car came up 
the ramp at a hundred kilometers an 
hour, or so it seemed, and its driver 
threw it into a 90-degree turn, hard 
right, brakes and tires screeching, and 
it was gone, though Ley pressed the 
lever again and again. Through the stop 
sign without even hesitating. Marzo was 
getting away, he was gone. Ley was 
angry, disappointed, frustrated. He was 
outraged. He couldn't believe it. The 
third car came up the ramp right on its 
tail, same thing, the wrenching turn, the 
punished tires. The lever that Ley kept 
pressing seemed to have no effect this 
time, either. None whatever. On any- 
thing. 

And then he became conscious of 
the clicking noise under his seat, click, 
click, click, the noise that ought not to 
have been there, that could mean only 
one thing, and he knew instantly what 
had been done to him—he entertained 
exactly the final thought Marzo had 
wished him—and there was only 
enough time for him to whisper, or per- 
haps only think: Oh, my God; and to 
throw the door open and attempt to dive 
out of the car, as if that might save him. 

The explosion caught him there, half 
in, half out. He heard only the start of 
the noise, felt only the start of the blast. 
That part of him still in the car disinte- 
grated, along with Caceres and the car 
itself. The part outside got plastered to 
the wall of the building, as if cans of 
various colors of paint, red obviously 
but some other colors too, had been 
slung up there. When the police arrived 
they found nothing of the car but the 
engine block and one axle. All the rest 
had become shrapnel. Had anyone 
been in it? There was no way to tell. 
Other cars were burning in the street 
and along the curbs, as were some 
storefronts, and there were a great 
many dead. It was some days before 
anyone in an official capacity thought 
to associate the stains on the wall with 
a human being, and no one ever as- 
sociated them with David Ley.O+—_ 
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DOWN AND DIRTY 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 38 


the field, but not on Saturday night in 
his own bedroom. 

Switzer was as bad as anyone else 
at O.U. when it came to race matters. 
He loved his black players scoring 
touchdowns and making tackles, but 
not scoring or making it with white 
women. Switzer went as far as to tell 
me, “Charles, stop fucking with my 
secretaries,’ when | flirted with them 
and had them type reports for me. 

Switzer and some of his coaches 
carried on with women as much as their 
players. One of the coaches went to 
bed with several girls | introduced him 
to, and when another coach met Kori, 
he told me, “What's she doing with 
someone like you? | could go for some 
of that pussy.” The issue was never sex 
with the coaches, but race. At least it 
was at a dinner some of the players 
were invited to along with coaches Mike 
Jones, Gary Gibbs, and Scott Hill. 
some white ladies asked Hill for an in- 
troduction to a few of the black players. 
scott looked at me and said, “Thomp- 
son, why don't you and your buddies 
go to one of those places where you 
can meet black women?" 

Three of the players, Bernard Hall, 
Nigel Clay, and Glen Bell, were charged 
with first-degree rape. 

| wasn't there that night, but | do have 
a pretty good idea of what happened. 
Two women, one 17 and the other 20, 
had come to the campus to see Nigel 
and go dancing. There were several 
players in the room when they arrived, 
and the 17-year-old left to go to another 
player's room where, according to a 
third friend's trial testimony, she had 
sex. The older woman left Nigel's room 
to buy liquor and returned. After a few 
drinks somebody grabbed her from be- 
hind, threw her to the floor, and her 
clothes were removed. The lights in the 
room were out and she couldn't see the 
men who raped her. At the trial Jimmy 
Fennell, a former O.U. player who was in 
the room that night, testified that Clay, 
Hall, and Bell had raped her. After 11 
hours of deliberation, the.jury convicted 
Clay and Hall. Bell, who-did not testify 
on his own behalf, was acquitted. 

Details that came out at the trial cast 
doubt on the testimony of the victim, 
but | believe that the essence of her 
story was true. | never talked to Ber- 
nard Hall about what happened, but | 
don't doubt his involvement that night. 
To me it fit right in with his character. 
Bernard loved to boast that he was a 
ladies’ man, that girls chased him all 
the time. Few of us believed him. Ber- 
nard was a very aggressive person who 
liked to throw his strength around; if you 
wouldn't do what he wanted, he would 
try and make you do it. He was not a 
favorite among his teammates. 


Once—and there were other inci- 
dents—Bernard had stolen some 


money from another player. This player, | 


who had left the money in the ashtray 
of his car, had driven Bernard home 
and after dropping him off had realized 
that the money was gone. It was one 
more theft in which Bernard was the 
only suspect, and Switzer was told 
about it. Switzer planned to call a 
meeting of the players to decide if Ber- 
nard should remain on the team. We 


thought it was unfair for Switzer to place | 


the burden on us, that it was the coach's 
decision to make. But because Ber- 
nard was a great athlete, Switzer didn't 
have the balls to do whatever was right. 

Bernard remained outside the meet- 
ing room while Switzer told us about 


the numerous reports of theft he had | 
received. We listened while he tried to | 


explain that Bernard had psychologi- 
cal problems, an illness called klepto- 


mania, and that he was at the mercy of | 


his disease. But, Switzer wanted us to 
know, he had discussed this with Ber- 
nard and told him that the only way he 
could help himself was to throw himself 
on the mercy of the team. “Bernard is 
going to come in this room," Switzer 
said, “and he is going to own up to 


what he has been doing, and | want | 


you guys to make the decision as to 
whether we keep him on the team." 
When Switzer left the room we all 
looked at one another. Fuck, what could 
we do but forgive poor Bernard Hall, 
suffering from a disease none of us 
could pronounce. Switzer returned to 
the room with Bernard and asked him, 
‘Are you sorry about what you have 
stolen from your teammates?” Bernard 
looked at Switzer as if he were from 
another planet, and said, “! never stole 
anything, Coach." Switzer looked like 
he'd died, and we eventually voted 
Bernard off the team. Of course, when 


we needed a tight end, Bernard was | 


quickly reinstated. 

As | said, | didn't doubt Bernard Hall's 
role in the rape, since there was little 
in his character to make me question 
the victim or Jimmy Fennell. Nigel Clay, 
who was from Fontana, California, had 
something in common with Bernard, 
who was from Detroit. Both of them 
looked down on Oklahomans. They 
were both slick talkers who thought 
Oklahomans had no common sense. 
Nigel's attitude toward everyone from 
the state leads me to believe he thought 
he could get away with anything. Glen 
Bell was the only one | believed, though 
| couldn't understand why a guy like 
him who had no trouble meeting girls 
would get involved in something like 
that. Glen was in Nigel's room when 
everything was happening, but it was 
not unusual for a woman to come to a 
player's room and wind up having sex 
with a group. There are aspects of 
Glen's personality | never liked, but | 


believed that when a woman decided | 
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that things were out of control he would 
not do anything against her will. In the 
aftermath of the rape the school’s main 
concern was Barry Switzer’s job; nel- 
ther David Swank nor Athletic Director 
Donnie Duncan appeared to show any 
interest in the welfare of the victim. The 
issues were not the shooting and the 
rape, but can we save Barry Switzer? 

Charles Thompson did not help mat- 
ters. At the time the rape and the ar- 
rests were announced, | was preparing 
to meet with three of my buddies to sell 
17 grams of cocaine. Within 13 days 
the University of Oklahoma football 
team went on a felony rampage— 
shooting, rape, and cocaine dealing. It 
was a sad time in Norman, a time to 
come to grips with reality, but nobody 
knew how to deal with it and instead it 
became a public relations issue. Gov- 
ernor Henry Bellmon of Oklahoma didn't 
blame the school’s permissiveness to- 
ward its football players for what had 
happened; rather, he was “thoroughly 
disgusted” with the athletes, and 
underlined his confidence in the uni- 
versity and support of Barry Switzer “as 
long as he is on the staff.” 

Switzer did not believe that he was 
responsible for the behavior of his 
players, although the student newspa- 
per thought differently—one of the few 
Oklahoma voices with another per- 
spective—and called for his resigna- 
tion. He let them know that he was not 
worried about losing his job: “Our re- 
gents and our president have told me 
they think Donnie Duncan and | are the 
people they want to get this thing un- 
der control. | think | am the most qual- 
ified person to get it done.” 

Switzer was at his best with the me- 
dia when it came to the rape charges 
against Hall, Bell, and Clay. None of 
them had been tried, but Switzer was 
going to show how tough he could be: 
“lve made my decision. They won't play 
here again. And if they're found guilty 
in the courts, | want them behind bars. 
| want them caged.” Being tough is 
something Barry Switzer does as a 
matter of convenience. He didn't want 
Bernard Hall “caged” after he was 
caught stealing from other players. 
When the team was out of tight ends, 
Switzer quickly reinstated Hall—not, as 
he explained it to the media, because 
the players came to him and asked to 
have Bernard put back on the team, 
but because the coach knew we were 
in deep shit at that position. 

Switzer continued to play to the press 
when it came to my arrest for drugs: “It 
destroyed me, it really destroyed me. | 
had a good relationship with Charles. 
| had talked to Charles about him being 
drug-free, him doing the right thing, 
because he was a quarterback in the 
public eye. Now | worry about Charles 
going the other way, going into that cul- 
ture, those associations.” 

Then Switzer wanted to explain why 
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he warned me the FB.I. was investi- 
gating me: “I've been accused of ruin- 
ing an investigation by doing this. If | 
let it go on, after what's happened to 
me, how would that have looked? When 
it all came out, and people found out | 
had known ,.. how would that have 
looked? If we know that information, we 
have to protect ourselves.” 

'm not blaming Barry Switzer for my 
drug use and dealing, but | think he 
deceived the public by portraying him- 
self as the concerned, protective 
coach. He knew | had been involved 
with drugs six months earlier, but did 
little more than make me attend the re- 
habilitation clinic for less than two 
weeks. Yes, he talked to me about 
cleaning up my act in time for the foot- 
ball season, and it wasn't Barry Switzer 
who went to Dallas to score cocaine, 
but me. Still, what did my coach, 
teacher, and role model do about those 
“associations” he was so concerned 


* 


There were at least 
eight ballplayers selling 
cocaine or crack or 
weed. | knew 20, 40 guys 
on the team who 
used It. Some of the coaches 
knew, but they were 
just covering their asses. 
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about? Switzer was honest when he told 
the press: “We have to protect our- 
selves.” That was his only reaction to 
the shooting, rape, and drug dealing— 
protecting the program and himself. 
An incident that took place at O.U. in 
1987 demonstrates what the overall 
problem was at the school. Joe Brett 
Reynolds, a wrestler at O.U., had been 
caught having another student sit in for 
him to take one of his final exams. He 
was tossed out of school and told that 
he could not reapply for admission for 
two years. But Joe got a lawyer to ap- 
peal the student suspension before the 
board of regents. The board voted to 
reduce the suspension to 11 months. 
Faculty and students couldn't believe 
the decision; the faculty met and 
passed a resolution demanding that 
Reynolds suffer the original penalty and 
the student congress initiated a peti- 
tion that censured the board of re- 
gents. There was an uproar over the 
matter, but in the end Joe Reynolds re- 
turned to school 11 months after his 
suspension. Rules may be rules, but to 
the O.U. board of regents, Joe Brett 
Reynolds's winning wrestling record 


came first. That is the real problem at 
the University of Oklahoma. 

| can't speak for Jerry Parks, Ber- 
nard Hall, Nigel Clay, and Joe Brett 
Reynolds—! speak only for myself and 
am responsible for my own actions— 
but when people ask me why | would 
do what | did when | had everything in 
the world going for me, | can only try 
to explain by saying that student-ath- 
letes are unlike all other college stu- 
dents. Even before high school we are 
treated differently. We are special be- 
cause we can run faster, throw faster, 
and hit a baseball farther than our 
classmates. We are pampered, and our 
behavior, never tolerated from other 
students, is excused. 

In 1987 the N.C.A.A. surveyed col- 
lege athletes about their experiences. 
This is what one athlete said, as re- 
ported in The Wall Street Journal by 
Frederick C. Klein: “They say that | am 
a student-athlete, but really I'm an ath- 
lete-student. They lied to me on a re- 
cruiting trip. Football is No. 1 here. 

“The pressure put on us to win at all 
times has resulted in physical violence, 
such as slapping and punching by 
coaches. Sorne days the coaches make 
you feel as though you are part of a 
large herd of animals. In other words, 
they treat you like a piece of meat. 

“somehow, and | don't know how, the 
game needs to be played for fun again, 
and not for the big-bow!l revenues or 
lucrative TV contracts.” 

| never want anyone to feel sorry for 
me, but | identify with what other stu- 
dent-athletes are saying. | never felt like 
other students, because | was ai the 
University of Oklahoma for the sole 
purpose of playing football, not for the 
reasons other students go to college. 
Nobody, including myself, was con- 
cerned about what | should study to 
prepare myself for the future. My future 
was immediate: Play and win football 
games for O.U. | could look forward to 
only two things after my eligibility—a 
career in the N.FL. or working for an 
O.U. booster. | lived in a world separate 
from the rest of the student body and 
had very little in common with them. If 
| gave my best on Owen Field, | was 
allowed to do my worst off it. | took ad- 
vantage of the license given me, and 
when the FB.1. put the handcuffs on me 
in the attorney's office, | realized for the 
first time I'd have to take responsibility 


for myself. 0+—- 


Listen to Charles Thompson tell his 

| startling story from behind prison 
walls! He will give incredible details 
in his own words and explain why 
he thinks the Oklahoma program 
should be barred from the N.C.A.A. 
You can also tell us what you think. 

| It's all on the Penthouse Sports Line. 

| Dial (900) 568-SPORT. The charge | 


is $1.49 per minute. 


ELLY 


@Once, during a Beethoven 
concert, my date and | 
snuck into a men’s room stall and 
made love. It was just 
like our own “Ode to Joy”!9 ; 
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“But please 
don't think of 
me as one of 
those typical 
California 
qirls, adds 
Kelly, who is 
IrishandAmer- 
ican Indian. “| 
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Not exactly a 
beach bunny, 
in other 
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An experienced model, 35-21-34 
Kelly hopes to one day conquer 
the silver screen. “Print work has 
certainly been challenging,” she 
says, “but! want to be regarded as 
more than one-dimensional. 

When you have a beautiful body, 
unfortunately, people don't seem to 
care what's inside your head.” 


To balance a weakness for 

Northern Italian food and margaritas, 
Kelly enjoys bicycling, weight 

lifting, and horseback riding. “In fact,” 
she says, ‘my favorite erotic 

fantasy is to go riding through grassy 
hills with the man | love, 

stop for a picnic, and... well, you 
know the rest!” 
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"| grew up on rock 'n’ roll," the 22-year-old 
Pet reports, “but! have a thing for classical music 
Once, during a Beethoven concert, my date 
and | snuck into a men's room stall and made love. 
It was just like our own ‘Ode to Joy'!" 
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“| never went to college,” says Kelly. “I'm just 
not an academic-type person. My goals in life are 
to explore myself from the inside out, to discover 
all I'm capable of. |n a way, posing in Penthouse 

is like the first chapter of my adult life.” 
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— MISS KELLY JACKSON/PENTHOUSE PET OF THE MONTH® | 


ein 1932 crowds of veterans marched 
on Washington to secure benefits. It might 
be time for a replay in 1990.9 


HE VIETNAM VETERANS ADVISER 


Happy Fiscal New Year! Oc- 
tober 1 marks the beginning 
of the 1991 fiscal year, 
though, like 19 of the past 20 
| years, there is no agreed-to 
federal budget. Unfortu- 
nately, the near chaos of the 
government's financial situ- 
ation is likely to produce a 
phony search for savings in 
| the already austere veter- 
ans benefits programs. 
These programs have al- 
ready been targeted for ma- 
jor surgery by a substantial 
number of members of Con- 
gress whose loyalty has 
been bought by various po- 
litical-action committees. 
| The modern history of 
America's veterans’ benefits 
and programs reveals a 
great deal about the under- 
lying corrupt—if not perni- 
cious—efiects of vote-buy- 
Ing politics. In the aftermath 
of World War |, Warren G. 
Harding, arguably the most 
popular president of this 
century and also one of the 
| great sunshine patriots of all 
time, seized on the notion 
| that “our boys’ who fought in 
| the French trenches de- 
_ served more than a belated 
| thank-you from a grateful 
| government. To this end, 
| Harding created, with the 
help of Congress, the Vet- 
erans Bureau—and pro- 
ceeded to turn over its op- 
eration to a crony who 
robbed the fund blind. 
After this estimable start, 
both political parties tried to 
outdo each other in their 
promises to aid America’s 
heroes. Calvin Coolidge, who 
succeeded Harding, served 
almost without leaving a 


trace. He was followed by | 


Herbert Hoover, who in- 
creased veterans’ benefits 


so that by October 1930— | 
exactly 60 years ago—25 | 


cents out of every dollar paid 
out by the federal govern- 
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ment was spent on veterans 
benefits and programs. 
This remarkable state of 
affairs was not due to some 
lingering guilt over the treat- 
ment of America’s veterans. 
The real reason was political 
fear, The stock market had 
crashed a year earlier, and 
the Great Depression was 
being felt across America. 
Politicians from both parties 
were scared to death that the 
veterans would rise up and 
do more than merely “throw 


| the rascals out” at the ballot 


box, Today, that fear seems 
incredible. Sixty years ago, 
it was quite real. 

By 1932, in spite of the ex- 
panded veterans benefit 
programs, which were de- 
signed to deal with the se- 
riously disabled, most vet- 
erans were filled with 
despair. The national unem- 
ployment rate had reached 
25 percent, yet the rate was 
almost double among vet- 
erans. The World War | 
doughboys took to the 
Streets, staging hunger 
marches and demonstra- 
tions in several cities. 

The city governments 
were broke and could do lit- 
tle to help the protesters. This 
situation finally led to the 
creation of the notorious Bo- 
nus Expeditionary Force, an 
“army of unemployed World 
War | veterans who sought 


| the assistance of the gov- 


ernment they had served. 
They had received next to 
nothing after they returned 
from France. The Soldier's 
Bonus Bill of 1924 had given 
every veteran a money cer- 
tificate, based on service, 
payable in 1945. But in 1932, 


veterans wanted the bonus | 


immediately. 

The House of Represen- 
tatives, which had come un- 
der Democratic control in 
1930, passed their demand. 
In May 1932 about 15,000 
veterans marched on Wash- 
ington, D.C., to bring pres- 
sure on the Republican-con- 
trolled Senate to pass the bill. 
The veterans set up a tent 
city on the Anacostia Flats, 
from which they launched 
their unprecedented lobby- 
ing effort. Crowds of veter- 
ans converged on the Cap- 
itol steps, marched around 
the building, and visited 


senators in search of sup-— 


port for the bill. But the Sen- 
ate defeated the bonus bill. 

The veterans decided to 
remain in their tent city and 


try again. This challenge to | 


the government's authority 


prompted President Hoover | 


to send troops, under the 
command of General Doug- 


| las MacArthur, to drive them 
| out of Washington. Mac- 


Arthur burned the tent city 
and used bayonet-armed 


| soldiers to disperse the hap- | 


less veterans. 
The government's justifi- 


| cation for using military force 


against a peaceful group of | 
demonstrators was that there 
were ‘outside agitators’ and 
Communists in the B.E.F’s 
ranks. After the press ex- 
posed the government's 
cover story as a lie, Hoover 
soft-pedaled the Communist 
allegations—but he did con- 
tinue to say that he was op- 
posed to the bonus because 
it wasn't financially sound. 
Hoover won the battle of 
Anacostia Flats, but he was 
trounced in his 1932 bid for 
reelection by Franklin Dela- 
no Roosevelt. The Senate | 
fared even more poorly: Thir- 
teen out of the 16 Republi- 
cans up for reelection lost. 
Since those days, the 
population of America has 


| doubled and the number of 


veterans has increased ten- | 
fold. Politicians of all stripes 
have discovered the politi- 
cal mileage to be gained 
from supporting benefit pro- 
grams for whatever group 
has votes up for sale. Today, 
a mere one-fourth of one | 
cent of every dollar in the | 
federal budget is spent on 
veterans’ needs—while 
need-blind entitlement pro- 
grams like Social Security 
and farm subsidies account 
for more than 50 percent of 
the federal budget. 

The future prospects for 
veterans are not good. Be- 


| cause the men and women 


in and out of military service 
neither squawk nor vote in 
unison for their best inter- 
ests, the old saw applies: 
“Nothing's too good for the 
boys in service—so give ‘em 
nothing.” Perhaps a brana- 
new expeditionary force is 
needed to get the politi- 
clans attention —William R. | 
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ADVISE & DISSENT 
OPINION 


BY CRISTINA DEL SESTO 


The author is a regular 
contributor to The Washington 
Post. Her articles have 

also appeared in ARTnews, Sports 
Illustrated for Kids, 

Woman, and other publications. 


OOOH, BABY! 
GROW UP AND 
GET A LIFE! 


| Know how to- flirt with men. 

In fact, | take immense pleasure in doing it. | don't mind 
when a stranger on an elevator catches my eye and says 
hello. lf! feel like it, | may even play along. 

Some people might go so far as to say I'm mischievous— 
I've been known to respond to flirting from long-distance 
operators, pizza deliverers, and ground crews at airports 
who wink at me through the glass. 

| applaud and encourage a man's creative efforts in trying 
to get to Know a woman; sometimes they've ignited lasting 
friendships. 

But clever, creative, or intriguing remarks from strange 
men are a rarity. What | am much more likely to hear on the 
street is something like “I'm going to fuck the shit out of 
you,” or an invitation to “sit on my face.” 

This street harassment isn't “flirting,” and it isn’t funny, 
either. It's violent and intimidating, and it can happen whether 
it's dawn, high noon, or dark; whether I'm dressed up or 
dressed down. 

You don't have to be beautiful or thin. You can be fat and 
what is generally considered “unattractive,” but still find 
yourself regularly harassed. And the sad reality is that most 
of us are not physically strong enough to retaliate. 

Although harassment is sometimes done under the guise 
of being a compliment (“nice ass ..."), there is always an 
implied threat (“Can | have some of that?”). Verbal abuse 
is a way for men to intimidate women to boost their own 
fragile egos. 

Harassment is not limited to social, racial, or economic 
barriers. “Harassment can be subtle,” says Karen Geer, 26, 
a native New Yorker. “It doesn't have to be a panhandler 
swearing. It can be a man in a business suit leering lasciv- 
iously at you on the subway." 

The most you can say for such street harassers is that, 
despite their ignorance about women, they're sexual neol- 
ogists. That is, they can think up intricately foul phrases 
referring to sex that would make anyone who hears them 
lose interest in the subject immediately. 

Theirs are not the calls of admiration or desire. And to 
women it's clear that their words are not a compliment, not 
a come-on, not even a way to make our acquaintance. Any- 
one who would humiliate us in such a way cannot like, or 
have much respect for, women in general. 

Katherine Stuart, 25, lives in Los Angeles. “Sometimes | 
feel like all ! am is a walking pair of breasts,” she says. “It's 
a little disconcerting. | feel violated. It's awful. My privacy 
has been invaded and it makes me feel like telling them to 
fuck off. But that always makes it worse.” Stuart says she 
finds it particularly insulting when men look at her and then 
grab themselves. 

M. B. Christie, 27, lives in San Francisco. “I was dressed 
up for work and three guys in a truck yelled, ‘Oooh, baby, 
come fuck me!'" she says. “They were redneck types, but 


it still makes me feel awful. | like to get dressed up every 
now and then, and when | do, it’s so | will be respected 
professionally, not degraded by men at large.” 

Jennifer Engel, 25, rides her bike to work in downtown 
Washington, D.C., each day. It's a ten-minute trip that more 
and more frequently has moments that last an eternity. “Oooh, 
baby! | wish | were your bicycle seat,” men squeal as she 
rides by. 

Being constantly harassed and verbally abused, while 
feeling powerless to stop it, has a predictable effect on a 
woman. The whole world begins to look threatening. Men— 
as a group—become suspect. This is not paranoia; it's selt- 
defense. The soaring rate of urban crime is a reality. Most 
people focus on murder statistics, but these are meager 
compared to the number of women in cities who are psy- 
chological victims every day. 

You men who think it’s clever or manly to make sexual 
remarks to women may imagine it's all just harmless pos- 
turing in front of your pals. Not so. You're part of what makes 
the city increasingly intolerable. 

Try to imagine what it is like to be a woman living alone 
in a city. Our lives are restricted and deliberate. There is no 
room for sloppy mistakes. We don't take carefree strolls 
through the park—as the Central Park jogger's misfortune 
reminded us. We set curfews for ourselves and we try not 
to let anyone walk behind us. We would rather stick our 
money in our shoes than carry pocketbooks, and many of 
us have nightmares with the same recurring theme: being 
physically attacked. Some of us have devised “human alarm” 
systems in which, after going out together, we actually call 
one another to announce we've made it home in one piece. 

Every night my uneasy sleep is stabbed by police and 
ambulance sirens. On my bedside table, beside my family 
photographs, stands a can of Mace. My windows are all 
barred. My phone number is unlisted. 

Most men will never have to know such restraint in their 
lives. 

“You shouldn't have to get up in the morning and control 
your behavior,” says Denise Snyder of the Rape Crisis Cen- 
ter in Washington, D.C. “But that is exactly what women have 
to do. We internalize and say, ‘If only we had walked on 
another street, if only we had worn another outfit, if only we 
didn't look up when we walked, we would have been treated 
differently.’ This response to harassment is an abomination.” 

As an army brat, “Elise Reiss,” 46, grew up all over the 
world. An editor at a major American publishing company, 
she's now living in England. She refers to street harassment 
as ‘verbal rape.” “It really depends where you live," she 
says. “The Latin American countries are beyond belief. And 
then there are the Pakistanis. It's not so much sentences as 
it is noises.” 

But American streets are the meanest of all. “I've never 
heard ‘Hi, cunt’ while traveling abroad," she says. 


ee 


Reiss says that even though it's still wrong and unac- 
ceptable, it's clear why the Latins and Pakistanis engage in 
verbal harassment on the street: They're following their 
machismo tradition, in which women are second-class citi- 
zens who may even be considered property. 

But she has no clue as to why the rest of male society, 
especially in the United States, engages in such a debased 
activity. “Maybe,” she wonders, “it's testosterone poisoning.” 

Lest you think street harassment is a new trend, Mary Ann 
McCarthy of Virginia wants to set the record straight. At 74 
years old, she says that it's about time women:start talking 
about an annoyance that has existed since she was 4a little 
girl. "They used to call us ‘tomatoes,’ " she says. “You know, 
‘Tipe and juicy.’ But girls didn't talk about their problems 
then—just like you didn't talk about rape or incest. The ha- 
rassment is more violent these days, but it has always been 
around. It's awful and it’s got to stop.” 

Street harassment is hardly ever provoked. Despite male 
myths or excuses, a woman does not “do something” to 
elicit such behavior from men. Street harassment would be 
easier to stop if it only had to do with the way we dress, act, — 
or comb our hair. In fact, there is no way for us to escape 
being bothered—short of a sex change. It is our very gen- 
der that makes us targets. 

Are you beginning to get it? Next time you yell something 
“friendly” but trite like “Smile, you'd look prettier that way!” 
think about how the woman you're bothering is being crushed 
by the sheer mental exhaustion of your tiresome harass- 
ment. Don't you think she knows she'd look better smiling? 
What she doesn't know is if and when your abuse will stop, 
or even if it will suddenly turn violent. 

"A lot of my male friends don't see what’s going on right 
in front of them,” says Jennifer Engel. “|! tell them what it's 
like, but it's so frustrating. They just don’t understand that 
being verbally harassed makes me feel really dirty and really, 
really mad.” 

“One of the reasons men harass women has to do with a 
lack of breeding, pure and simple," says Dr. Steven Sabat, 
a psychology professor at Georgetown University. “Some 
people are just uncivilized, and | mean that technically. The 
primitive way they express themselves is not confined to 
making guttural sounds at women. It transfers over to other 
areas of their lives: lack of education, low opinion of women, 
and an obvious lack of manners.” 

Manners has almost everything to do with why one man 
can say “Hello, beautiful" to a woman who will respond kindly 
and why another man can say the same thing and offend. 

It is the way that street harassment is conducted, not al- 
ways the specific words or phrases uttered, that intimidates 
and degrades. And most men know the difference between 
being polite and acting lewd, crude, and socially unac- 
ceptable. 

shari Miller, 28, works in downtown Philadelphia. That city’s 
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years we have had a very happy. 
healthy sex life—except for one thing. 
We have defined her problem as “dick 
phobia,” Although she enjoys the act 
of making love, she refuses to give me 
a Dlowjob. 

To some people this would seem like 
no big deal, and others would tell me 
to drop her. | am going to marry this 
woman—blowjob or not. It's just that | 
feel like I'm missing out on something. 
she has a good reason for her phobia: 
On her first date ever, she did go down 
on the guy, but he was very abrupt, 
rough, and tacky about it. 

My question to you is, what should | 
do to get her past this phobia? She 
keeps telling me to give her time, but | 
am getting impatient. Also, she isn't 
very aggressive in bed. Sex is never 
her idea, but she will usually consent. 
What can / do to make her “fuck my 
brains out"?—R. X. 


You had a strict upbringing, which you 
Say kept you off sex until you met your 
girlfriend, and it is this same type of 
background.that keeps you both mo- 
nogamous. But do-it-yourself psychia- 
try is not to be recommended—it is 
better to leave it to the experts, who 
hopefully know how to do it. 

Many years ago two girls from Am- 
sterdam stayed with me for a week in 
my house. One of this pair of Dutch 
beauties brought her boyfriend with 
her, and these two were locked in a 
more or less permanent embrace. They 
retired to their room every hour 
or so to try to get some of the passion 
out of their system, but it didn't really 
seem to do much good. They kept hav- 
ing to do it again and again . .. but it 
is the other girl who is the point of the 
story. She went out every night, going 
around the bars and discotheques on 
her stated mission—a millionaire hunt. 
To my request not to bring anyone 
home, she made a strange reply: “| am 
not likely to do that.” Her hunting 
technique was to play the part of a 
professional virgin—not my idea, ex- 
actly, of how to make friends and in- 
fluence people, but who am | to give 
advice? 

At the end of their stay, they had to 
catch a 7:30 a.m. flight back to Holland, 
and as the airport is a good hour away 
from my house, they decided to boogie 
all night. They had called a taxi to pick 
them up at five in the morning. By 4:45 
the happy couple was packed and 
ready to leave, but the other girl was 
still not home. The taxi arrived punc- 
tually and we sat around waiting until 
5:25, when they decided they would 
have to leave without her. They loaded 
their stuff into the cab and, just as they 
were about to leave, another taxi ar- 
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rived with the prodigal daughter in it. 
she was distraught, weeping hysteri- 
cally, and as we collected her things 
and stuffed them into her bags, the 
story came out. It seemed that on about 
day two she had met this quy who may 
or may not have been an Arab prince. 
He had dated her every night—spent 
a fortune on her—and every night, like 
Cinderella, she had slipped away to her 
virgin couch in my house. The last night 
she had tried to put him in his place as 
usual, but she had already told him 
when she was leaving and he was not 
prepared to take any more bullshit. 
When she informed him that he could 
fly to Amsterdam and sleep with her 
there, he said, "| want it now!” 

Giving him a blowjob would probably 
have gotten her off the hook, but when 
she just said no, he got mad and tried 
to force her. She was finally rescued by 
the cabadriver she had arranged to bring 
her home, who was presumably reluc- 
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| have no patience 
for wives or girlfriends who 
won't do fellatio. 
You don't have to swallow, but 
it is a woman's 
duty to learn to suck. 
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tant to lose a fare and called a cop. 

Now, the moral of this story is that 
sexual relationships are, in fact, social 
relationships, and a complicated set of 
rules, a mysterious code of manners, 
and endless protocol govern our social 
behavior. Unless you know how to play 
by these rules, you will never make it 
even halfway up the heap, let alone to 
the top. Many men with whom | have 
discussed this problem tell me that “Not 
on the first night" usually means “Not 
on any night.” 

lt is all very well for your girl to put 
her hatred of the idea of sucking cock 
down to childhood trauma (she was 
probably brought up to believe that sex 
is wicked and disgusting, as most of 
us were), but someone has to convince 
her that proficiency in blowing is not 
only necessary in Carnegie Hall and 
on Bourbon Street, it is also an erotic 
Ph.D. as well. Her lack of sexual enthu- 
Siasm is only another aspect of her up- 
bringing, paralleled by the reluctance 
of the average princess not only on the 
blowjob front, but also in the cooking, 
washing, and other housework depart- 
ments. It is called laziness, which is 


basically a desire to avoid distasteful 
tasks that someone still has to do. 

| have no patience for wives or girl- 
friends who won't do fellatio. You don't 
have to swallow, but it is a woman's 
duty to learn to suck. Your job is to con- 
vince her that cocksucking is not a re- 
volting chore on a par with cleaning out 
the latrines in boot camp, but the divine 
prerogative of goddesses. Your first 
step—as a recent virgin you may not 
have thought about this—is to make 
sure that your penis is always scrupu- 
lously clean. 

Step two is to do some subtle brain- 
washing. Get your girlfriend hooked on 
Popsicles. Take her to an amusement 
park and buy her cotton candy. Keep 
the house well stocked with bananas. 
set up the champagne-and-candle- 
light scene. You can also spread good- 
ies on your dick and encourage her to 
lick it clean. Anything from strawberry 
jam to yogurt is good, though it is wise 
to avoid stuff like mustard or chili con 
carne. My boyfriend once made a pass 
at me in the kitchen and | grabbed hold 
of his cock with curry powder on my 
hands. You could have heard him yell 
five blocks away. 

The average Anglo-Saxon or Orien- 
tal woman is not normally an aggres- 
sive lover, compared with Latins, and 
there is not a great deal you can do 
about this except try to get her hooked 
on woman-on-top positions. On the 
leap-year principle (traditionally when 
women are allowed to propose mar- 
riage), you can suggest that on the first 
of every month she must be the ag- 
gressor while you just lie back and en- 
joy it. 

Allot some quality time for sex in- 
stead of going to the movies, the ball 
game, or whatever else you do. An X- 
rated cassette in the VCR is often a 
great help, although you must make 
sure it is a turn-on for her by getting 
her to comment on the performance of 
the porn stars. You can get the names 
of some good tapes to watch in our "X- 
Rated Video" column. 

You are both beginners in the act of 
making love, so use your imagination 
to make it as exciting as possible and 
always remember it is called “doing 
what comes naturally." Ot 


Do you have any questions about 
your most private fantasy? Toys, 
games, or anything you'd like to 
know but don't want to ask your 
lover? How about a favorite letter | 
and response you'd like to see run 
again? Xaviera would love to know. 
send your questions, comments, or 
fantasies to Xaviera Hollander, Pent- 
house Magazine, 1965 Broadway, 
| New York, NY. 10023-5965. All in- 
quiries are treated in confidence. Ms. 
Hollander regrets that no private re- 
plies can be supplied. 


New York’s Reverend Al Sharpton 
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_ rench travelers to England usually 
visit London and maybe the seaside towns, but 20-year-old Parisian 
Kate Riches, a literature student, headed for Stratford instead. “Tourist 
attractions have never appealed to me," she explains, “and I've always 
wanted to see the countryside where Shakespeare lived. People don’t 

believe me, but my name is taken from ‘The Taming of the Shrew.’ " 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY MICHEL MOREAU 
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"Some people 
think it's a be- 
trayal for me to 
study Shake- 
speare instead of 
Moliére,” says 
38-23-38 Kate. 
“But the new Eu- 
ropean Communi- 
ty will make the 
mixing of cultures 
commonplace.” 


“The global village of the nineties will em- 

phasize the similarities, not the differ- 

ences," she adds. “It's amuch more civi- 
lized approach.” Ot 
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TELL ME MORE 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 52 


Heard that Shirley MacLaine there.” 

“What did you think?” 

“Don't believe in it.” 

“But you do like her, don't you?” 

“Like her very much, Larry. Irma la 
Douce, favorite film. Jerms of Endear- 
ment, liked that. Called up, Larry, to say 
hi and to have you ask me a few things.” 

“I'm honored to have you join us here.” 

“Y'know, the regular press doesn't 
ask me the good stuff." 

“Im glad youre up, glad youre lis- 
tening, glad you're hard at work. Would 
you say that we're having a tough time 
getting a good read on your adminis- 
tration? In other words, there are jokes 
that you've hit the ground standing still, 
that nothing's really happening, there's 
no energy, no philosophy. How do you 
assess that?” 

“Don't believe it. Don't think it's true. 
You know, I'm the education president. 
Youre gettin’ a good read. You know, 
Larry, 100 days aren't up yet. | heard 
shirley say the Lord made the earth in 
seven days. | have 20 days left. We're 
gonna clo it out there. We're doin’ it now. 
Right now, we're doin’ it in two of the 
rooms here. We're doin’ it." 

“Doing what?” 

“Dont know.” 

“How's your wife, how's she doing?” 

“Feelin’ good. Larry. so glad to find 
out that’s what it was. We thought she 
was in, like, a permanent menstrual 
thing there. Most irritable gal y'ever saw. 
Looked good, lost weight there, but ir- 
ritable. Feelin’ much better.” 

“How did you feel about your loss on 
the Jonn Tower thing? Did it bug you?” 

“Don't feel good about it. Good man. 
Sober, drunk, still good man. I've got 
to level with you now. Now | can say 
these things. You know, ya gotta drink 
a little, ya run the Defense Department. 
Ever walk a carrier? Four hundred 
yards. You want to have a drink just 
walkin’ it. Buyin’ one, ya gotta have a 
drink, gotta do it. Have to drink a little.” 

“What about the North trial?" 

“No comment on it. Don't want to 
hear it.” 

“Wait a minute.” 

“Fella's bein’ tried 400 yards away. 
I'm not going to comment on it. | 
wouldn't have called you if | thought 
this was gonna be—" 

Now | could hear him turn his mouth 
away from the phone and Say, as If to 
an adviser, “He's askin’ me the same 
Crap.” 

On another show, Albert told one of 
his classic stories about the terrors of 
everyday life. Just as his humor based 
on current events goes beyond mere 
jokes into the psyche of a Bush or a 
Reagan, Albert also goes beyond the 
simple observations of most new com- 
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ics. He's more like a jazz musician, im- 
provising on a single riff and building 
it into a small masterpiece. 

“| usually go to a 7-Eleven near where 
| live,” Albert began. “Now, the Iranian 
people, | think, are very nice people. | 
have no problems with them, but there 
is something interesting about them. 
They have no period of development 
from when they are calm to when they 
are extremely angry. Like, if you bother 
anormal person, if you go to a guy and 
say, ‘Hey, can you fix my car?’ and he 
says, We don't fix cars here, this is a 
bakery.’ 

“‘L see, but | need my car fixed. 

“ ‘Buddy, | don't fix cars! It’s a bak- 
ery!’ 

“What time can | get my car back?’ 

“| DON'T WORK ON CARS!’ 

“With other people there's a buildup. 
The Iranian doesn't do that at all. Like, 
if you ask the guy at the 7-Eleven, ‘What 
time are you open till?’ 
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Comics aren't laying 
off Jesse Jackson because 
he's black. He 
doesn't have the big money 
interests behind him, so 
there's nothing you can nail 
him on. At least not yet. 


“Twenty-four hours.’ 

“'That means you're open all night?’ 

““OPEN ALL NIGHT! | KILL YOU! 
GET OUT OF HERE, | KILL YOU!’ 

“Sort of like from zero to 100 in two 
seconds. Anyway, they have a self- 
serve machine at the 7-Eleven for Coca- 
Cola Slurpees. | know it's bad, and 
youd probably kill me for eating this 
stuff, but | got hooked this summer. 
They come out of the machine, they're 
ice, and you're supposed to get it your- 


self. But they don't tell you about the . 


olurpee machine. You've got to have a 
lot of knowledge. You have to stop it 
about a quarter of the way before the 
top because it continues to grow. It's 
like the Slurpee that ate Cincinnati. It 
just moves up and up the cup before 
you know it. 

“So the first time | came in was early 
in the summer. It was very hot, about 
100 here. | got that 91-ounce deal they 
have. It's like the diabetic special. It's 
one in the morning. The guy is way 
down at the other end of the store wait- 
ing on people. | open up the faucet. | 
mean, Slurpee comes out like a fire 
hose. Industrial Slurpee. It came all the 


way to the top, Larry. It came over on 
the floor. It was like Yosemite. Tourists 
were camping out watching me do this. 
It went all over the place. Well, the Ira- 
nian guy went crazy. 

“WHAT ARE YOU DOING? | KILL 
YOU! DON'T USE MY MACHINE! | DO 
THAT FOR YOU! 

"But it’s self-service,’ | said. 

"“! DON'T WANT YOU IN MY STORE! 
GET OUT OF MY STORE!’ 

“Same thing with the newspaper. You 
pick up the paper. If you don't buy it 
within a second, he’s on top of you. 
‘DON'T YOU READ MY PAPER HERE! 
BUY IT AND READ IT AT HOME! 

“So the Slurpee went all over the floor. 
He went nuts. Then | wanted to get on 
his nerves. | looked at every sloppy 
thing he was selling and tried to buy it. 
Hot dogs with melted cheese—also 
self-serve. | said, ‘I'm going to take that 
melted cheese. 

““! DO THAT FOR YOU! | FIX THIS! 
STAY AWAY FROM THE CHEESE! 
DON'T USE ANYTHING THAT'S SOFT! 
NOTHING YOU MAY TOUCH! NOTH- 
ING! ONLY HARD THINGS IN PACK- 
AGES! NO SOFT ITEMS! GET AWAY! | 
KILL YOU! | KILL YOU!’ 

“Basically, they put in self-serve so it 
would be easy for the guy. And now 
he's got to do the hardest job in the 
world. He's got to wait on people and 
look out of the corner of his eye. | made 
him paranoid about the Slurpee ma- 
chine. So now for the rest of the sum- 
mer, he's there: ‘Yes, sir. that's 49 cen— 
Just a minute! NO NO NO NO WAIT! 
STOP THAT MACHINE!’ Or, Just a min- 
ute, sir, that’s not on special—STOP 
THAT! DON'T DO THIS TO ME!" 

There was one sequel to that night's 
insanity. The following week, | was told 
that a group had been formed in Chi- 
cago called Iranians for Albert. | have 
yet to see any proof of this group's 
existence, but I'm willing to buy it since 
that's the kind of fanatical following Al- 
bert seems to attract. Naturally, when | 
asked him about it the next time he was 
on the show, he took exception to the 
idea that he might have insulted Irani- 
ans with his routine. | said, “But you 
said that all 7-Elevens are run by Ira- 
nians.” 

“That's not a joke,” Albert said. “| was 
reading out of USA Today. There was a 
graph of what Iranians do in this coun- 
try, and where the Iranian’s head went 
up to 100, it said ‘7-Elevens.’ Now, Larry, 
you go into 7-Elevens occasionally, 
right? Close your eyes and tell me if 
this sounds like a /-Eleven, ‘Howdy. 
Whatcha goana have? Goana have a 
Sluhrpee?" " 

“Okay, that doesn't sound right,” | 
admitted. “How does a 7-Eleven 
sound?” 

“HEY, DON'T READ THAT HERE, 
PLEASE! DON'T USE THE PHONE 
HERE! NO, SORRY, CAN'T CHANGE A 
TWENTY!"O+-_ 


ARTICLE 


BY ANTHONY HOLDEN 


Throughout our childhood, my brother and 
| were repeatedly told a cautionary tale from 
the youth of our otherwise unimpeachable 
father. On the troop ship back from the war, 
the end of which he had spent in East Africa, 
27-year-old Major John Holden of the Lan- 
cashire Regiment lost 50 pounds sterling 
playing poker—50 pounds, virtually every- 


thing he had managed to save throughout 
his long years away. Our mother, whom he 
had married in 1940, would still turn pale at 
the memory. 

Though ours was a family that enjoyed 
weekend card games, poker was thus strictly 
discouraged. We played all the usual En- 
glish childhood games, some of them in- 
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volving modest wagers: hearts, racing 
demon, Newmarket, canasta, and many 
different types of solitaire. But above 
all, my parents were dedicated ama- 
teur bridge players who pored over the 
Sunday bridge columns and played in 
weeny penny games to the ends of their 
ives, 

One weekend in the mid-1970s, when 
| was visiting them in Lancashire, my 
mother grew very impatient with my in- 
eptitude as her bridge partner. | was 
always overbidding, flouting what few 
conventions | understood, and gener- 
ally letting the side down. “| don't un- 
derstand it,” | remember her saying. 
“You have such good card sense.” 

Thus did my secret leak out: | had 
gotten involved in a weekly poker 
school in London, and it had ruined me 
for all other card games. Bridge, es- 
pecially. | overbid all the time simply 
because | didn't want to be dummy. 
What was the point of a game where 
you didn't get to play? And, | had to 
confess, | didn't much enjoy games 
where | had a partner. Poker players 
like to be their own man, in charge of 
their own destiny, unreliant on partners, 
conventions, and other bourgeois re- 
finements of good, honest gambling 
games. Poker is the ultimate monument 
to the anti-Musketeer code: Every man 
for himself (and be sure, while you're at 
it, to kick the other quy when he's down). 
For all these reasons, poker players 
tend to make weak bridge players, and 
vice versa. 

It was little use quoting Somerset 
Maugham, though he was the unlikely 
locus classicus on this issue. In a story 
entitled “Cosmopolitans,” Maugham has 
one of his world-weary, old club-land 
codgers splutter: “You talk of your 
cricket and baseball, your golf and ten- 
nis and football. You can have them. 
They're all very well—for boys. Is it a 
reasonable thing, | ask you, for a grown 
man to run about and hit a ball? 

“Poker's the only game fit for a grown 
man. Then, your hand is against every 
man’s, and every man's is against yours. 
Teamwork? Who ever made a fortune 
by teamwork? There's only one way to 
make a fortune, and that's to down the 
fellow who's up against you." 

At this time, this wasn't quite the point, 
as my father's youthful transgression 
was trotted out yet again. But | could 
see a wistful gleam in his eye as he 
asked me what kind of stakes we 
played for. Was | sure | could afford it? 
Who were the other players? Was | 
good enough to avoid total ruin? For 
the ten remaining years of his life, not 
a parental visit would go by without my 
father asking me how the poker was 
going. | got the distinct impression that, 
had he not feared my mother's wrath, 
he would have asked to be dealt in. 

The poker game about which | told 
my dad that night, and in which | still 
play every week 20 years later, is known 
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to its habitués as the Tuesday Night 
Game, under which name it has some- 
thing of a reputation around the poker 
clubs of London. Over the years, the 
stakes seem to have grown even faster 
than inflation. But they have always 
been, as they should be, enough to 
hurt—enough to make you fret about 
your mortgage, your car payments, the 
school fees, the tax man. In 1970, fresh 
out of the university, newly embarked 
on 4 Career as a trainee journalist, and 
newly shacked up with a young lady 
(later my first wife) called Amanda, | 
got hurt all right. The first time | played 
in the Tuesday Night Game, | did not 
tell my father, | lost £100. 

It was an action replay of his dread 
return from the war. A hundred pounds! 
To the deputy Watford correspondent 
of the Hemel Hempstead Evening Echo, 
it was more than a month's pay, before 
taxes—a sum of such magnitude that 
| had to write a postdated check and 
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He asked me what kind 
of stakes we 
played for. Was | sure 
| could afford 
it? Who were the other 
players? Was 
| good enough to avoid 
total ruin? 
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leave at once, causing only marginally 
more embarrassment to myself than to 
the man who had brought me along. 

And who was he, this corrupter of 
British youth, this shuffling Svengali, this 
finessing Fagin, ever on the lookout for 
a new Artful Dodger? He was my lit- 
erary hero, one of Britain's sharpest 
postwar poetry critics, a poet and nov- 
elist himself, a man | thought | was 
proud to call my friend. | had met him 
in 1968, as his self-appointed cam- 
paign manager for the professorship of 
poetry at Oxford University, where | was 
then editor of /sis, the student maga- 
zine, We lost the election comprehen- 
sively, Dut remained pals. As our 
friendship grew, however, A. Alvarez 
and | soon discovered that we would 
rather talk poker than poetry. And we 
would much rather play poker than talk 
about it. 

Al Alvarez had been playing in the 
Tuesday Game for a decade when he 
suggested that | come along one eve- 
ning. The prospect, frankly, terrified me. 
| hadn't played poker since Oxford, 
where | had never had enough money 
to graduate to the major leaque. | was 


still penniless, new to London, and a 
poker rookie. But this was a man’s 
world, and | was too green to admit to 
being a boy. The game rotated around 
players houses, and this week was due 
to be held in Hampstead Garden Sub- 
urb, at the home of a man called Ber- 
nie. It was duly agreed that Al would 
pick me up at 7:30. 

| spent the day exploring the minutes 
of the last meeting of Watford Council's 
public-health committee with mounting 
trepidation. When the Echo's news ea- 
itor came on the line to ask where my 
story was, | had to confess that | had 
been unable to locate one. Nonsense, 
he said, there were a dozen to every 
page if | knew what to look for. In my 
heart | knew it was true: | was as bad 
a Watford correspondent as |! was a 
poker player. At knocking-off time, | 
drove slowly back to London praying 
for divine intervention. 

At seven o'clock it seemed to ma- 
terialize. | answered the phone to hear 
Al saying, with some irritation, “Bernie's 
just slipped on his front doorstep and 
broken his collarbone." 

“Oh, dear,” | said, with a huge inter- 
nal sigh of relief. “So the game's off, 
then?” 

“Hell, no. We're looking for some- 
where else to play... . How about your 
place?” 

And so if came to pass, an hour or 
so later, that this motley crew of rogues 
and vagabonds began to arrive at my 
front door. One particularly large Amer- 
ican terrified me so much that | heard 
myself asking him the ultimately daft 
question of someone who has just sat 
down at your kitchen table: “Did you 

. er... find your way here all right?” 

“sure, he replied genially. "| used to 
visit Reg and Ron in this street." 

Thus did | discover that the Kray 
twins, the most notorious villains of Brit- 
ains supposedly “swinging sixties,” 
murderers of Jack “the Hat” McVitie and 
other gangland figures, were my ex- 
neighbors. Or, to be more precise, their 
molls were. 

The evening passed in a blur, my one 
memory being the moment when 
Amanda popped her head around the 
door, only to withdraw it smartly when 
the Krays' pal grunted, “Who's the 
dame?” Suffice it to say that | survived. 
But don't ask me how. | suspect the 
boys took pity on me, an arrant ama- 
teur whose humble home they had hi- 
jacked, and who was now pathetically 
stammering yes, please, do finish up 
the few scraps left for the household 
breakfast. | have thus never reckoned 
this my real debut in the Tuesday Game. 
It was the following week at Bernie's 
house, our host's head safely propped 
up by a neck brace, that | lost the hun- 
dred quid. 

That was the beginning and end, for 
a while, of me and the Tuesday Night 
Game, though it did prompt a memo- 
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rable exchange between myself and my 
supposed friend Alvarez. Feeling a 
need to absolve him from embarrass- 
ment, | sent the great critic a little verse: 


| lost, but | learned how not to bid; 
| say that, Al, with perfect candor. 
But don't forget it was thirty quid 
Next time you see the fair Amanda. 


Back, by return post, came the reply: 


Thirty quid is far too much, 
Beyond the little woman's ken, 
Her mind intent on meat and such. 
Take my advice: divide by ten. 


Through the early 1970s | paid infre- 
quent, heart-in-mouth visits to the 
Tuesday Game, preferring a less 
daunting apprenticeship in another 
London poker school. It was com- 
prised, as every weekly game should 
be, of the most disparate collection of 
people—largely, in this case, media folk 
like myself, gathered together by an 
unlikely pair of music critics. 

Readers of upmarket arts pages 
might be surprised to hear that Ste- 
phen Walsh and Dominic Gill, though 
very different in character, were both 
card-fiends of the wiliest breed. It was 
from these two, and their friends in 
publishing, journalism, and television, 
that | really began to learn about odds, 
bluff, nerve, and sharp practice gen- 
erally. We played all kinds of weird and 
wacky poker variants, many involving 
wild cards—anathema, | now know, to 
purists. Twenty years later, Gill can still 
remember the details of a particular 
hand of “prostitute,” a game whose very 
name | had forgotten. 

The entrepreneurial streak that had 
made Dominic a good poker player had 
since held good in the mainstream of 
his life; the author of several musical 
tomes, such as the definitive Book of 
the Piano, he is also the publisher of 
Loot, a hugely successful newspaper 
composed entirely of classified ads. 
The more academic Stephen, mean- 
while, has long been a lecturer in the 
music department of University Col- 
lege, Cardiff; as an overworked and 
underpaid father of four, he had to put 
his poker days behind him. Like my fa- 
ther, however, he still develops a wistful 
glint in his eye when | talk about my 
Tuesday evenings. 

The group eventually broke up as 
people's lives moved on. When Ste- 
phen got married, Dominic suddenly 
became the owner of his Notting Hill 
flat, the venue for most of our games; 
upon discreet inquiry, | was disap- 
pointed to find that this was a regular 
financial transaction rather than a poker 
debt. By now, however, | had started 
my own Friday game, of which the 
musical diaspora formed the core. 
Through them, and word of mouth, an- 
other unlikely melange of human flot- 
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sam began to gather around my North 
London kitchen table each week. One 
of them, so | was told, worked in a bet- 
ting shop. An untidy-looking youth with 
lank, greasy hair, he was the only one 
who pulled grubby bunches of tenners 
out of his pocket, rather than a check- 
book, when required to settle his debts. 
One Friday he happened to be the first 
to arrive, and | actually had to engage 
him in conversation for the first time in 
the two years or so | thought | had 
known him. | lost a lot of money that 
night, stunned by the revelation that he 
had never even set foot in a betting 
shop. He worked as a statistician in the 
Cabinet Office. 

At the time | was writing the diary 
column of The Sunday Times, then a 
rather grand spread occupying the en- 
tire back page of the paper's front sec- 
tion. Although my week's real work was 
done by Friday night, | was obliged to 
appear in the office early the next 
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morning to see my page “off the 
stone"—or through the wonderfully 
tactile ink-and-metal printing process 
that has now, alas, given way to newer 
technology. This required me to be 
more or less awake on Saturday morn- 
ings, though not necessarily in a sharply 
creative mode. Given any host's peren- 
nial difficulty in ending a poker game, 
as the winners count their chips and 
the losers open-endedly plead for “just 
one more hour,” it rather suited me to 
play all night Friday and go straight to 
work from the game. If | looked a bit 
baggy-eyed, the horny-handed print- 
ers would chuckle knowingly; as a rea- 
son for substandard performance in the 
chain gangs of real life, poker has a 
high masculine approval rate. 

Even my editor, Harold Evans, took 
a surprisingly indulgent attitude, not 
least because he, too, fancied himself 
as a bit of a poker player: “I've won 
money off Art Buchwald, you know." 
This tacit complicity continued five 
years later, despite somewhat higher 
stakes, when | became Evans's assis- 
tant editor, in charge of features, at The 
Times—and by now a committed Tues- 


day-night regular. The Wednesday- 
morning version of the editor's daily 
conference, which expected me to be 
bubbling with ideas, took on a partic- 
ular charm from week one, when | nod- 
ded off during a discussion of the Eu- 
ropean Monetary Fund. Gradually the 
entire (and all-male) editorial board 
would know to refer their inquiries to my 
assistants on Wednesday mornings, 
leaving me to doze quietly in the cor- 
ner, contributing only occasional cries 
of "Fold!" or “Raise!"—a features edi- 
tor with all the authority of Alice in Won- 
derland’s dormouse. 

After years of avoiding the dread 
Tuesday Night Game, it was in 1978, 
with a ninth-place finish in the British 
Open Poker Championships, that | had 
achieved the breakthrough in self-con- 
fidence | needed to become a regular. 
The first British Open Poker Champi- 
onships were held in a casino called 
Cromwell's, in Birmingham (and they 
also. turned out to be the last, as the 
place was closed down the following 
year). | traveled up from London by 
train—playing seven-card stud, natu- 
rally, all the way—with the nucleus of 
the Tuesday-night mob as then consti- 
tuted: a poet, a painter, a philosopher, 
and a playwright. The jeweler, estate 
agent, and...er. .. financier were ar- 
riving separately by car. 

We forgathered in a numinous un- 
derground cell, a designer Hades of 
deep pile and green baize, all stone- 
cold sober at Saturday lunchtime. The 
London pros hugged the walls and 
crept into corners to avoid recognition: 
the amateurs were easily recognizable 
as the simple, affable souls who came 
up to introduce themselves, offered to 
buy you drinks, even wished you luck— 
and, of course, as the only participants 
who actually put on the green eye- 
shades handed out by the manage- 
ment. 

The event was preceded by an auc- 
tion, in which players could buy one 
another, or indeed themselves, with the 
prospect of a fat percentage if they 
purchased a winner. The pot had 
passed £2,000 by the time the auction- 
eer introduced one potential champion 
as “Babyface”; this intriguing charac- 
ter had been purchased by some fool 
for £105 before | realized it was me. 

For two days and nights we fought it 
out, though the overnight side games 
in the Grand Hotel made the tourna- 
ment prize money look like peanuts. In 
the Vegas manner, the Grand had cut 
room rates for poker players that week- 
end—a decent but foolish gesture, in 
view of the fact that most of the pots 
contested in my palatial Buckingham 
Suite could have bought the entire joint. 
That weekend saw a cabinet reshuffle 
and the Prince of Wales's 30th birthday, 
but neither was exactly a matter of 
heated debate. Everywhere you went— 
in the bars, the elevators, the smoke- 
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filled cloakrooms—all you heard was 
poker talk, usually from losers. 

lt was the first time | learned another 
perennial poker truth: Memorable 
hands, no matter how long ago they 
were played, are always recalled in the 
present tense. “So | have trips on the 
flop. Naturally, | raise. This idiot calls, 
stays with me on Fourth Street, and 
flukes his straight. | mean, what can 
you do against luck like that?" 

| also learned to see through two 
amateur truisms that a spell as a 
professional will quickly disprove: that 
losing is always the fault of the cards, 
never the player; and that the person 
who beats you is either lucky or a fool, 
usually both. These broken braggarts 
will swear off the game for life, then 
within hours ask you where the action 
is. They are all life members of the Ob- 
sessive School of poker players, who 
live by Nick the Greek's memorable 
motto: "The next best thing to playing 
and winning is playing and losing,” It 
would not be long before | joined their 
ranks. 

Much Tuesday-night machismo was 
al stake in Birmingham. By winning our 
side bets on who came highest, | also 
won a tad of the respect | needed to 
hold my own back in London. From the 
British championships on, apart from 
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my three-year spell in America, | have 
ever since been a pillar of the Tuesday 
Night Game, watching many another 
come and go. In my head, and those 
of five or six others, the word Tuesday 
is now synonymous with poker. Noth- 
ing, but nothing, is allowed to get in the 
way of the game. Invitations to Buck- 
ingham Palace have been turned down 
because they fell on a Tuesday night. 
Even my more distant friends know 
never to invite me over on a Tuesday 
evening, or indeed to telephone too 
early on a Wednesday morning. Tues- 
day night, for veterans of the game, is 
the still point of our turning world. 

Members unavoidably absent have 
been known to calculate time differ- 
ences and ring in from all corners of 
the globe, around midnight U.K. time, 
to find out who is winning and losing. | 
once called in from the Falkland Is- 
lands, but that was just showing off. So 
was the guy who kept the line open 
from Zimbabwe because he wanted to 
play a hand blind. 

Perhaps the most celebrated exam- 
ple of the Tuesday-night syndrome was 
the day Al Alvarez was mooching 
around in a Hampstead bookshop, sur- 
reptitiously moving copies of his new 
novel to the front of the display shelves 
(and Norman Mailer to the back), when 


ASS-SNIFFING 
Doe 


a voice behind him interrupted with, 
"Arent you A. Alvarez? I'm a great ad- 
mirer of your work.” 

Al, who does not number height 
among his leading characteristics, spun 
around guiltily to find himself con- 
fronted by a spindly giant whose face 
he immediately recognized as that of 
one of his great heroes, the pianist 
Alfred Brendel. It transpired that they 
were neighbors. Al's joy could scarcely 
be confined when the great Brendel 
proceeded to announce that he and his 
wife would be delighted, nay honored, 
if the Alvarezes would join them for din- 
ner on... let's see, it’s a busy month 
... the Tuesday after next? It was the 
sternest of tests, but Al passed it, de- 
clining this most coveted of invitations 
with all the grace he could muster. 

it would make a better story if the 
dinner had not then been switched to 
the Saturday, and the two cauples be- 
come firm friends. But to Al, perhaps 
more than to any other player, Tuesday 
nights were sacred. He would spend 
the day quietly at home, clocking up a 
few hundred words on his current 
oeuvre, before taking a swim in Hamp- 
stead Pond and then sneaking a cou- 


_ple of hours’ sleep to ensure that he 


arrived at the game daisy-fresh. Not a 
whiff of alcohol would pass his lips for 
a good 24 hours before the proceed- 
ings, let alone during them. A much less 
self-disciplined person, | became so ir- 
ritated by Al's Olympian approach to 
Tuesday nights that | would usually find 
some excuse to call him between 6:30 
and / pm.—''Where's the game to- 
night?" “Could you bring that copy of 
Lolita?"—just to ensure that | inter- 
rupted his nap. This, | believe, was the 
sole reason that the Alvarez family fi- 
nally joined the twentieth century and 
invested in an answering machine. 

There was an awkward moment in 
1982-3 when Al was offered a job 
hosting a weekly TV program and | was 
approached about a weekly talk show 
on BBC Radio, both to go out live on 
Tuesday nights. This presented a stern 
dilemma. Dinner parties were one thing, 
but the chance of some easy regular 
income—merely thinking and talking 
rather than the dread task of writing, 
akin In both our minds to breaking 
rocks—was a tough one to spurn. 

After lengthy joint deliberations, we 
begged leave before the following 
week's game to raise a procedural point 
of some importance. Amid cries of 
“Shut up and deal,” we asked if the 
game could possibly be held on 
Wednesday evenings for a trial period 
of six months or so (which, of course, 
happened to be the trial periods of both 
our programs). After an appalled si- 
lence, a lone voice said simply, “But, 
Al, it's the Tuesday Game.” 

For a while that seemed to settle the 
matter. But Al and | had a prearranged 
ace up our sleeves. Both of us man- 
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aged to lose a containable amount that 
night—not, | have to say, the most dif- 
ficult of tasks—and were able to plead 
at the end that the game now risked 
losing its two plumpest pigeons. That 
made them think. Amid much huffing 
and puffing, a show of hands narrowly 
and reluctantly voted to try Wednesday 
for a while. It would, in fact, make no 
difference at all to the lives of the other 
players, all total layabouts who might 
as well stay in bed all day Thursday for 
a change. Knowing, however, that to us 
it was life or death, they made us sweat 
for the privilege. On the second week 
of the new game, as the players took 
their seats, Al announced thoughtfully, 
“You know, it seems a lot longer from 
Wednesday to Wednesday than it did 
from Tuesday to Tuesday." 

When, inevitably, both shows (or, to 
be precise, their presenters) were duly 
killed off six months later, the Tuesday 
Game reverted immediately to its sa- 
cred night—with one blissfully short 
changeover week, when Al had to wait 
for his weekly fix only from Wednesday 
to Tuesday. 

Meanwhile, | had made an account- 
ing breakthrough of lasting signifi- 
cance. In the early 1980s, along with 
many others lucky enough to lead ex- 
pense-account lives, | was the proud 
recipient of junk mail offering me an 
American Express Gold Card. With it 
came a compulsory bank account car- 
rying an overdraft, with no questions 
asked up to £10,000. Now, a Gold Card 
was at the time something of a status 
symbol, but | had no particular need of 
another bank account, especially one 
bound to drag me yet further into debt. 
Unless... 

AmEx, though until now it did not 
know, was to prove the secret of sev- 
eral years of sustained success in the 
Tuesday Night Game for their new Gold 
Card holder. After a brief and evasive 
visit to the relevant bank manager, in 
which | stressed only my lofty status in 
society as an assistant editor of The 
Times, | secretly dedicated this new 
and otherwise useless account entirely 
to my poker fortunes. By removing the 
amounts of money involved from the 
arena of real financial life, they sud- 
denly became—as they should be— 
entirely theoretical. 

lf, when contemplating a terrifying 
raise, your thought processes entangle 
it with the parlous state of your current 
account, equating it to the imminent 
payments on the house or the car, you 
are going to make an incorrect deci- 
sion. Similarly, a pot won should not be 
regarded as a new Savile Row suit or 
the down payment on a Cadillac. Poker 
may be a branch of psychological war- 
fare, an art form, or indeed a way of 
life—but it is also merely a game, in 
which money is simply the means of 
keeping score. 

This was another early lesson that | 
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had to learn the hard way, with or with- 
out the magic bank account. | made 
the big mistake once, and once only. 
One Wednesday, after a satisfying win 
of some £800 or so, | took the day off 
to go shopping. Suddenly my study at 
home sported a handsome new ches- 
terfield sofa, from which | could behold 
a sleek new TV and VCR (then very 
much a luxury item). The material sat- 
isfaction they provided was doubled 
when | could point to them and say, to 
myself or anyone else, that | had won 
them at poker. | could even tell you, to 
this day, which player had generously 
“paid” for them. 

It may be gratifying, to the poker 
rookie, to go around pointing at things 
and saying, ‘John Mudd paid for that 
by check-raising into my full house 
aces,” but it is an extremely bad habit, 
even for the unsuperstitious. | had less 
than a week to enjoy my new video- 
watching zone before losing even more 
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the following Tuesday night, and find- 
ing myself embarrassed about pay- 
ment. 

This, however, is a world in which 
there are no excuses, especially if you 
were a big winner the week before. 
Poker players, with good reason, ex- 
pect winnings to be plowed back into 
the poker economy—preferably, what's 
more, back into the school in which they 
were won, rather than down the road 
at some other mug’s game. No mercy 
was shown, quite rightly, and the shin- 
ing new bank account plunged into the 
red—which, for a high-rolling Gold Card 
account, was of course a punitively 
high-interest zone. Far from being given 
the sofa, the TV, and the VCR, | now 
realized | had paid for them myself, and 
| had paid over the odds. 

That lesson learned, the separate 
bank account began to pay its way. If 
| won, it was other people's money with 
which | was playing the following week, 
which gave me the freedom to take a 
few calculated risks, and a psycholog- 
ical advantage over the players from 
whom | had won it. If | lost, | would 
punish myself by suffering the interest 


rates rather than paying off the debt 
with real money from my real account. 
The ploy worked so well that, after a 
while, the poker account boasted more 
money than | could possibly lose in one 
game, or even two. So the odd self- 
indulgence was then permitted. An im- 
promptu vacation takes on several ex- 
tra dimensions of pleasure when you 
can sit beneath the Caribbean sun and 
raise your banana daiquiri in a toast to 
the mugs who have paid for it all. 

it was not always thus. A dose of 
good luck will generally be followed by 
a stronger dose of bad, and there are 
naturally some nights on which one 
plays better than others. lt is a statis- 
tical and fiscal truth—it has to be—that 
the same seven or eight people cannot 
play poker together every week for 20 
years unless the money runs back and 
forth in fairly equal proportions. Sure, 
over the years a few stalwarts have 
fallen by the wayside, but that is a mat- 
ter of regret to the survivors, who miss 
their company as much as their checks. 
Ours is essentially a social game, where 
people are there to enjoy themselves, 
to escape from the mundane realities 
of the rest of their lives. 

Spouses and/or girlfriends are gen- 
erally—well, they have to be—most un- 
derstanding, even to the point of being 
grouped among life's mundane reali- 
ties. Alvarez once made this very point 
on the radio, with predictably disas- 
trous consequences. Plugging his 
poker book on a radio talk show, he 
began to explain how Tuesday nights 
had taken on such a landmark role in 
his life. “Well, at my age," he said, “there 
are few thrills left. | climb mountains, 
but reading, writing, even sex..." Lis- 
tening on my car radio, | grew so anx- 
ious that | had to pull over. As is so 
often the case when a friend appears 
on radio or TV, my anxiety about every 
nuance had me physically cringing with 
concern, even though alone, and in- 
capable of concentrating on anything 
else. 

Despite desperate cries from behind 
my distant steering wheel of “No, Al, 
no!" my buddy was reaching the disas- 
trous coda | had feared. “But on Tues- 
day nights . .. well, | Anow | am going 
to enjoy myself, win or lose. What |'m 
trying to say is that Tuesday night is the 
only guaranteed enjoyment left in my 
life.” When he got home, needless to 
say, Mrs. Alvarez was not amused. 

lt was, in fact, the same, almost too 
shrewd Mrs. Alvarez who once made a 
mathematical point that has since reso- 
nated through the lives of all Tuesday- 
nighters and their partners. “What | 
dont understand,” she said medita- 
tively, when yet another Hampstead 
dinner conversation had been irretriev- 
ably hijacked by the subject of poker, 
“is how, when you crawl into bed at 
9 AM. on Wednesday mornings, you 
have either won £500 or lost £50. How 
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come it’s never the other way around?” 
It was the only time | have ever known 
Al to change the subject back to the 
current state of Polish cinema. 

Only the players involved will ever 
Know the amounts that exchange 
hands. It is bad form to discuss them 
with any outsider, let alone reveal in- 
dividual wins and losses. Sometimes 
people do get into financial difficulties, 
and the ultimate proof that ours is a 
social game is that one of the current 
winners will most likely help them out 
for a while. With some exceptions, such 
as my friendship with Alvarez, we do 
not socialize much outside the game, 
but neither are we total monsters within 
it. For me, the Tuesday Game is a form 


of psychological warfare that gives my 


wits some enjoyable and much-needed 
exercise well away from the rock face 
at which they must otherwise toil. Be- 
yond ingenuity with the cards, and the 
eternal joys of deception, much of the 
fun lies in the elegant, often literary 
barbs that fuel the backchat. 

The Bard provides a host of useful 
taunts. When confronted by an awk- 
ward Alvarez raise, for instance, which 
| know must force me into a reluctant 
fold, | can make him sweat a bit first by 
intoning, “Thou wretched, rash, intrud- 
ing fool ...~’—pick up huge pile of 
chips, as if re-raising—" .. . farewell!” 
(out chips down again and surrender 
cards to the discard pile). Something 
too much of this, however, let alone a 
discussion of the new Hamlet at the 
National Theatre, and you can be sure 
that a losers’ chorus will soon be yelling 
“ohut up and deal!” 

We may not be angels, but nor are 
we in the business of fleecing suckers. 
Winning money off strangers is not what 
a game like ours is about, with the re- 
sult that would-be players are heavily 
warned off, and only the most persis- 
tent are allowed to take us on, at their 
pre-advised peril. Then, of course, we 
destroy them. As Walter Matthau put it: 
“The game exemplifies the worst as- 


pects of capitalism which have made | 


our country so great. Ot—-,q 
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I've ever seen. 

Due to her aura of sensuality, men 
are always attracted to her. And be- 
Cause she flirts, |'m always jealous. That 
is, until recently. During one of our sep- 
arations, | began to suspect that she 
was seeing another man. | discreetly 
nosed around and found out for sure 
that she was. His name is Greg and 
he's a former coworker of hers. Initially, 
when | thought about her with him, | 
became very jealous. 

One day she came home and made 
love to me with a greater passion than 
ever before. | guess she was feeling 
guilty. Lying with her afterward, | 
sensed that she had actually been 
thinking of him. Now, | have filmed Lori 
and me fucking before. In fact, these 
videos of us are my favorite mastur- 
bation stimulus. lve even shared them 
with some of my friends so they could 
enjoy her charms. | began to think how 
exciting it would be to watch her fuck- 
ing another man. So, with my camera 
ready, | set a plan in motion. 

| made her life miserable one day and 
good the next, hoping to stimulate her 
into seeing him but coming back to me. 
Eventually, she began coming home 
with that guilty look again. Then | knew 
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that the time was right. | started to fol- 
low her. By checking her mileage and 
calling her office, | soon figured out that 
she was meeting him for long lunches. 

The next morning | picked a fight over 
something trivial and sent her off to work 
starving for affection. | borrowed a car 
and waited near her office at lunch- 
time. | followed her when she met him 
at the local shopping mall. At first | 
thought | would be disappointed, be- 
cause they only went to a restaurant. 
But when they came back to the mall, 
they parked way off in the corner of the 
lot instead of leaving. 

They had backed up against a fence, 
so | left my car and sneaked around 
behind it, where | had a pretty good 
view of them. | was now no more than 
ten feet away and off to one side. | could 
even hear them talking, until he started 
the engine to run the air conditioner. 
You see, it was beginning to get very 
warm in there. Feeling secure with their 
backs to the fence and a wide-open, 
empty parking lot in front of them, they 
began kissing and hugging. His hands 
were all over her and periodically dis- 
appeared up her dress. 

| could see that her hands were not 
idle, either. She was rubbing his crotch 
with one and unzipping his pants with 
the other. | wondered how far they 
would actually go as | rubbed my own 
bulging dick. He unzipped her dress 


and unhooked her bra, and she 
moaned and squirmed against him. He 
was rubbing her tits and nipples so 
forcefully, | swear | could smell her wet- 
ness through the glass. 

suddenly, she stopped and hiked up 
her dress, removing her panty hose and 
very wet panties. She helped him pull 
his pants off, and with him sitting in the 
seal, she climbed up and straddled him 
with her back to the windshield. This 
gave me a great view, and | could see 
her eyes clearly as she lowered herself 
onto his throbbing cock. He is much 
larger than | am, and | wondered if she 
would be able to take It all in. 

Her juices were flowing so profusely, 
however, that she took him easily, slid- 
ing up and down on his flagpole with 
ever-increasing fervor. As she humped 
his cock, he pulled the back of her 
dress up to rub and squeeze her ass— 
exposing it to anyone who might hap- 
pen by, but neither of them seemed to 
care if anyone saw them or not. 

Then he pulled down the front of her 
dress so he could get at her tits. I've 
never seen her nipples so erect as after 
he sucked hard on them. As | watched 
them fuck, my own cock was getting 
harder. | knew | couldn't hold out much 
longer. | watched Lori become more 
and more active, humping and kissing 
him with all her might. Soon | could see 


her start to tense up, and as he thrust 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 132 
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long shot? Last year, for example, when 
| placed Oklahoma State in the 20 
Worst, hundreds of Cowboy fans—and 
virtually every radio station and news- 
paper in Oklahoma—got on my case. 
True, Oklahoma State was coming off 
a 10-2 season and had attracted lots 
of great recruits due to its appearance 
in a bowl game and the exploits of 
Heisman Trophy winner Barry Sanders 
and all-American receiver Hart Lee 
Dykes. But | suspected that the Cow- 
boys’ brand-new offensive line would 
cause them to play like dude ranchers, 
which really ticked off their boosters. In 
fact, just before O.S.U.’s opening game, 
the state's media guys couldn't wait to 
interview me for the express purpose 
of showing Oklahomans what a lunatic 
| am. When | told them not to be sur- 
prised if underdog Tulsa whipped their 
boys, the sports reporters and radio 
talk-show “personalities” (who really 
know football, right?) all said | was 
either nuts or naive. Guess what? Tulsa 
beat the Cowboys, 20-10, and mighty 
Oklahoma State finished 4-7. 
On to this year's list of losers: 


1. NORTHWESTERN 

As we start the nineties, it looks as if 
Northwestern might be getting ready 
to outdo even itself in terms of gridiron 
grossness. In '89 the Wildcats were a 
perfect 0-11 and, given the rigors of Big 
10 football and a tough non-confer- 
ence schedule, it's hard to see where 
they're going to pick up a win this fall. 
Last years Wildcats gave up a grue- 
some 45 points a game, and although 
the defense returns almost intact, that's 
hardly something coach Francis Peay 
can get excited about. On offense the 
Purple and White—often going up 
against opponents’ second-stringers— 
scored 22 points a game, but that’s 
going to seem like ancient history. Al- 
though end Richard Buchanan (who 
caught a mind-boggling 94 passes) is 
still around, quarterback Tim O'Brien, 
a 62 percent passer who threw for 2,218 
yards and 14 touchdowns, has gradu- 
ated. Now that Penn State has joined 
the Big 10, there's talk of Northwestern 
dropping out of the conference. Let's 
hope it's true. Why continue to subject 
these boys to abject humiliation? 


2. NEW MEXICO STATE 

Last year’s Aggies finished 0-11—gooa- 
bye coach Mike Knoll, hello Jim Hess. 
Yo, Jim: Welcome to hard times. Hess. 
53, evidently enjoys a major chal- 
lenge—he came out of retirement to 
lead the Aggies—so perhaps he can 
shape them up. Then again, perhaps 
he cant. New Mexico State hasn't had 
a winning season since 1978. Hess can 
call on the services of seven returning 
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starters on offense and eight on de- 
fense, but he seems more interested in 
calling on the services of a legion of 
junior-college transfers. His judgment 
can hardly be questioned. In '89 New 
Mexico State fielded the Big West Con- 
ference’s worst offensive and defen- 
sive units. lf the Aggies can prevent 
opposing teams from doing the lam- 
bada through their front lines—to the 
tune of nearly 300 yards a game—they 
might actually be competitive in sev- 
eral games. Don't count on it. 


3. COLUMBIA 

According to a totally unreliable source 
of mine, Donald Trump spent much of 
April watching Columbia's spring foot- 
ball practices. My completely im- 
peachable correspondent reports that 
after they watched the Lions work out, 
she and the Donald talked football dur- 
ing a stroll around Columbia's Upper 
Manhattan campus. She secretly re- 
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There's talk of 
Northwestern dropping out 
of the conference. 
Let's hope it’s true. Why 
continue to 
subject these boys to abject 
humiliation? 
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corded his comments about the team, 
which I'm happy to pass along: “I’m a 
winner, these kids are losers, and that's 
why I’m here—Columbia shouldn't have 
to put up with a football team that thinks 
winning oné game a season is a big 
deal. /'m a big deal. Give me a week- 
end to read up on coaching and / could 
make the Lions winners—just like me. 
Their quarterback, Bruce Mayhew? He 
threw nine touchdown passes last year. 
If / coached him, he'd throw nine touch- 
down passes every week. These guys 
gotta score a lot more than 13 points a 
game or else they'll just keep losing— 
I'm not a loser. Anybody who says | am 
has just been reading stuff force-fed to 
the media by Japanese corporations. 
The Japanese have been screwing this 
country, and now they're trying to screw 
me. My bottom line is that if the Lions 
don't get tougher on defense—they 
gave up 29 points a game last year— 
I'll find me some bankers, swing a loan, 
and buy the damn school. New York 
deserves another winner. lf Columbia 
doesn't become a winner—just like 
me—l| can always turn it into the great- 
est condo complex in the greatest city 


in the world. But I'd rather keep it as a 
school. | can see it now—'Trump: The 
University,’ " 


4. KANSAS STATE 

Kansas State is the only university in 
the nation whose football team has lost 
more than 500 football games (519, to 
be precise). The school's athletic de- 
partment is now so desperate for vic- 
tories that this fall the Wildcats’ non- 
conference opponents will be New 
Mexico, New Mexico State, Western ll- 
linois, and Northern Illinois. K.S.U. 
should win a couple against that as- 
sortment of cream puffs, but seems like 
a mortal lock to repeat its 0-7 record in 
Big Eight Conference games. By now 
it should be clear that K.S.U. simply 
doesn't belong on the same field with 
the likes of Colorado, Nebraska, Okla- 
homa, Oklahoma State, et cetera. In ‘89 
the Wildcats gave up 32 points a game, 
scored just 12, and don't appear ready 
to improve in either area. Second-year 
coach Bill Snyder has three quarter- 
backs (Carl Straw, Paul Watson, and 
Chris Cobb) who can throw with ac- 
curacy and an excellent receiver in all— 
Big Eight wide-out Mike Smith. But 
K.S.U. can't move it on the ground— 
the Wildcats rushed for a measly 60 
yards a game last year—and this sea- 
son they'll have to operate behind a 
brand-new offensive line. K.S.U. isn't 
about to break its long-term lease on 
the basement of the Big Eight. 


5. FORDHAM 

The Rams are back, and the question 
is why. Fordham dropped varsity foot- 
ball in 1954, picked it up again in 1970, 
and in 1989 climbed up the N.C.A.A. 
ladder from Division |-AAA to Division 
|-AA competition. Not smart. “Last year 
was a baptism by fire,” says coach Larry 
Glueck, and he's right—the Rams were 
lucky to finish 2-6. This fall Fordham 
becomes a full-fledged member of the 
Patriot League, four member schools of 
which wiped out the Rams last year by 
a combined score of 148-24. To make 
matters worse, Rick Hollawell—the 
Rams’ leading ground-gainer last sea- 
son—has graduated: Mark Blaze- 
jewski—the team’s leading tackler— 
and punter Jed Wallace will both be out 
with Knee injuries; and Jack Coffey 
Field, Fordham's home stadium, is 
being renovated and probably won't be 
ready before the end of the year. That 
means the Rams may have to play all 
their games on the road. Lots of bad 
news up in the Bronx. 


6. SOUTHERN METHODIST 
After a richly deserved two-year ban 
on football (due to flaunting virtually 
every regulation the N.C.A.A. ever 
dreamed up), Southern Methodist re- 
turned to Southwest Conference com- 
petition last fall. The Mustangs finished 
2-9, and if it hadn't been for non-con- 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 125 
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@Slavishly following a schedule, racing from 
one appointment to the next, is no way to travel. It's the little detours along the 
way that make for the best road trips.® 


hy are we stopping here? 

We'll be late for the road rally!" Stephanie demanded. “We'll 

have plenty of time for that later,” her pretty escort replied, 

taking her hand. They had worked long and hard fixing up their 

Bronco. But as every off-roader knows, sometimes you have 
to throw away the map to find the real hot spots. 
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The two women 
added a new lev- 
e| of Deauty to 
the desert land- 
scape—one that 
no travel quice 
ever Captured 
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sunny was right. Racing 
from one appointment to 
the next is no way to travel. 


It's the little detours along 
lhe way that make for the 
best road trips. 
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street harassment problem came un- 
der scrutiny last fall because so many 
people were complaining about the 
construction workers hanging around 
the train station. As one headline in the 
Inquirer put it, women were “Walking 
Past the Wolves.” 

“They sit and lean up against the 
walls,” says Miller, “and grunt. They're 
not articulated words or phrases you'd 
remember, but they just make you feel 
badly.” 

Lauren Joichim, 35, grew up in New 
Orleans and has lived in D.C. for five 
years. “Even though white women are 
verbally abused,” she says, “I think it's 
less often and less severe than how we 
black women are treated. Harassers 
consider us completely defenseless.” 

Some men may imagine that they are 
inspiring fantasies in the women they 
speak to. They're right, but these 
thoughts are not of sex, but of revenge. 
“sometimes when I'm verbally ha- 
rassed,” says the fiercely independent 
Engel, “I've thought to myself, A sawea- 
off shotgun would do really nicely now. 
I've never had such violent fantasies.” 

Most women will not be able to make 
those fantasies real. But ten years ago 
Barbara Williams, 23, did. Williams was 
at a bus stop in Southeast D.C. when 
a man started calling her names and 
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cursing at her. 

He also threatened to beat her up. 
After a few minutes, the bus arrived and 
Williams and the man climbed aboard. 
There were other passengers on the 
bus, but when the man continued to 
harass Williams, the people sitting 
around her moved away rather than 
help her. She continued to ignore the 
man, who “was cursing and saying all 
sorts of embarrassing things.” Then the 
man spat on her face and hit her just 
above the lip. Still no one helped her. 
Willams grabbed a pocketknife—a 
friend had given it to her for protec- 
tion—and stabbed the man in the chest. 
The man died. Williarns was arrested, 
but the charges were later dismissed. 

There are laws that protect women— 
or anyone, for that matter—from street 
harassment. The laws differ slightly from 
state to state, but they are typically 
classified as misdemeanors such as 
“unlawful assembly,” “profane and in- 
decent language,’ “disorderly con- 
duct, or “threats to do bodily harm.” 
But if a victim of street harassment is 
really clever—and has made a point of 
learning the statutes—she can push for 
a felony charge of “threatening to kid- 
nap or injure a person.” 

Although these laws are hardly ever 
enforced, the escalation of violent street 
harassment is forcing women not just 
to become familiar with the laws, but to 
use them. The sentencing in May of 
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Richard E. Berendzen to two 30-day 
jail terms for making obscene phone 
calls is a sign of the changing times. 
The former American University presi- 
dent pleaded guilty to two charges of 
making the lewd calls from his office. 

But the Berendzen case is only a be- 
ginning. As Engel puts it, “What makes 
me mad is that this man has been 
charged with obscene phone calls, but 
every day men are obscene to women 
in person, and that is far worse than an 
anonymous caller. The physical pres- 
ence of street harassment is really 
frightening.” 

50 what's the solution? Certainly, we 
women will not move en masse out of 
the cities or spend the rest of our lives 
hiding underneath our beds and not 
going out after dark. 

“Common sensibilities have to be 
raised,” says Dr. Sabat, “so we're not 
just willing to passively accept bad be- 
havior and vulgarities in our daily lives.” 

Men have to learn to know better. If 
they dont, women have to become en- 
raged enough to take action. 

“l've never thought my harassers 
were sexy,’ says the woman editor. “I've 
never even been secretly flattered. 
These are men who are either frus- 
trated, women haters, or afraid their 
friends will think they're pansies if they 
don't. Not only do | feel abused, but | 
really think there's something wrong with 
a guy that does it."Ot—g 


“If you two are in favor, why don't you raise your hands?” 
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20 WORS 
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ference wins over hapless Connecticut 
and hopeless North Texas State, S.M.U. 
would have been shut out completely. 
Talk about a horror show: Coach For- 
rest Gregg was forced to start ten 


freshmen on defense, and his yearlings | | 


gave up more yards (5,832) and more 
points (499) than any team in school 
history. S.M.U.'s lone redeeming fea- 
ture was an aerial attack led by quar- 
terback Mike Romo, a 56 percent pass- 
er who set five school records. Romo 


will continue to improve, but he can't | 


do it alone. The Mustangs rushed for a 
pitiful 52 yards a game, and won't dra- 
matically upgrade that stat this season. 
Figure S.M.U. to again finish last in the 
football-crazed S.W.C., but by next year 
the Mustangs will be ready to be off 
this list for good. 


7. UTAH 

Last year’s Utes were, bar none, the 
worst defensive football team in the na- 
tion. In 89 Utah's oh-so-tender warriors 
allowed opponents to score the aston- 
ishing (it really was) total of S24 points. 
Even more astonishing was the fact that 
the Utes won four games. Much of the 
credit for that has to go to all-American 
quarterback Scott Mitchell, who passed 
for 3,211 yards and 31 touchdowns. 
Mitchell decided to forgo his senior year 
in favor of playing pro ball. Junior Mike 


Richmond, a pretty fair country passer | 


in his own right, missed spring prac- 
tices Gue to shoulder surgery, and it's 
too early to tell when he'll be 100 per- 
cent again. Coach Ron McBride may 
have to rely entirely on a pair of junior- 
college transfers to pick up where 
Mitchell left off. His defensive unit, 
meanwhile, will see the return of eight 
starters, and the less said of them the 
better. Maybe McBride can swipe some 
players from Brigham Young Univer- 
sity. Maybe he can get a job at Brigham 
Young. 


8. TEMPLE 

This pains me no end; I'm an alumnus 
of Temple University. The Owls play big- 
time football now, but they don't have 
a big-time cast. In 89 Temple was 
routed by Houston (65-7), Syracuse 
(43-3), Penn State (42-3), and Geor- 
gia (37-10) en route to a 1-10 finish. 
Second-year coach Jerry Bernat is 


bright, affable, and knows his Xs and | : ; : 
|a sip will prove its worth. 


Os as well as any college coach in the 
nation. Bernat's boys figure to improve 
slightly on last season's showing, es- 
pecially if quarterback Matt Baker—in- 
jured in the season opener and out for 


the rest of the year—can return to his | 


form of ‘88, when he threw 15 touch- 
down passes. But even if he does, 
Temple will still go into its major match- 
ups undermanned and outclassed. 
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Come on down to Jack Danvel’s someday and tour our old time distillery. 


“ALL GOODS WORTH PRICE CHARGED,” 
is what Jack Daniel’s nephew said in 1907. We're 
sull saying it today. 


Mr Lem Motlow put this slogan on crocks and 
jugs of his uncle’s whiskey. You see, he knew our 
Jack Daniel's ‘Tennessee Whiskey was 


_made with Tennessee cave spring water |] 7 


and mellowed through hard maple 
charcoal before aging. Mr. Motlow 
knew value when he saw it. And 


still today, though Jack Daniel’s 


is priced above many whiskeys, 


a NEOOS RL SP PLS: 
TENNESSEE WHISKEY 


Tennessee Whiskey * 40-43% alcohol by volume (80-86 proof) « Distilled and Bottled by 
Jack Daniel Distillery, Lem Motlow, Proprietor, Route 1, Lynchburg (Pop 361), Tennessee 37352 


Placed inthe National Register of Historic Places bythe United States Government. 


Until Temple can figure out a way to 
lure budding superstars to its Phila- 
delphia campus, the Owls will continue 
to get stuffed. 


9. VANDERBILT 

The Commodores finished 1-10 last 
season and were winless (0-7) in con- 
ference play. In an effort to placate 
alumni, coach Watson Brown replaced 
four of his assistants and has scrapped 
his one-back offense (which produced 
only 162 points last season). Vander- 
bilt's in a real catch-22 situation: Last 
year's leading receiver, Corey Harris 
(who caught 45), has been moved to 
tailback in hopes of juicing up a ground 
game whose leading rusher, Carlos 
Thomas, gained a puny 254 yards. 
Without his top target, soph quarter- 
back Mike Healey doesn't figure to in- 
stantly evolve from a 45 percent passer 
to a superstar. The Commodores gave 
up 24 points a game last year, and will 
do so again this fall. Vandy's padded 
its non-S.E.C. schedule with patsies, so 
the Commodores should win a couple, 
but believe me, the improvement will 
be strictly cosmetic. 


10. CINCINNATI! 

The Bearcats, 1-9-1 in '89, will again 
sink in a sea of red ink. Second-year 
coach Tim Murphy favors a complex 
offense. Unfortunately, he doesn't have 
the personnel to carry it out. Last year 
Cincy—with a season total of 111 
points—was the lowest-scoring Divi- 
sion 1-A team in the nation. The Red 
and Black's defense, meanwhile, went 
belly-up—Cincinnati gave up almost 
five touchdowns a game. Any way you 
look at it, Cincinnati football is a losing 
proposition, and if the school’s admin- 
istration keeps throwing money at the 
problem, the university might eventu- 
ally wind up bankrupt. 


11. OREGON STATE 

Beaver football has long languished in 
such perpetual misery that last year, 
when O.S.U. finished 4-7-1, coach Dave 
Kragthorpe was named Pacific 10 Con- 
ference “Coach of the Year.” Krag- 
thorpe's now had his 15 minutes of 
fame, and this fall O.S.U. will return to 
its usual sorry state. The Beavers’ of- 
fense has lost seven starters to grad- 
uation, and Kragthorpe can only hope 
that senior quarterback Matt Booher will 
reverse his 89 stats of four T.D. passes 
and ten interceptions. The defensive 
auguries are flat-out awful. Six starters 
have graduated (among them, the 
team's two leading tacklers), but at least 
Kragthorpe can count on superlative 
play from all—Pac 10 lineman Esera 
Tuaolo. Tuaolo's about a// he can count 
on. O.S.U. featured the Pac 10's crum- 
miest defense last year and will no 
doubt feature the Pac 10's crummiest 
defense this year. The Beavers are 
going to get skinned alive. 
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12. RUTGERS 

Last season the Scarlet Knights fin- 
ished 2-7-2. Coach Dick Anderson is 
gone, and in his place comes Dick 
Graber, who spent four years coaching 
the Kansas City Chiefs’ defensive 
backfield and the past two years as 
defensive coordinator at Tampa Bay. 
Graber inherits a program that's long 
on ambition but short on talent. Rut- 
gers simply doesn't have the punch to 
stay with such heavyweights as Ken- 
tucky, Penn State, Michigan State, 
Pittsburgh, and Syracuse. Record-set- 
ting quarterback Scott Erney—a four- 
year starter who completed 56 percent 
of his passes in '89—and eight other 
offensive starters have graduated, so 
don't expect the Scarlet Knights to av- 
erage better than 22 points a game. 
Graduation also stripped Rutgers of its 
two leading tacklers, which should 
mean that Graber's guys won't signifi- 
cantly cut down on the 29 points a 
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The Naval Academy 
cant abide losing, but here's 
its problem in a nut- 
shell... Annapolis has to find 
jocks interested 
in engineering degrees. 


ez 


game they allowed last time around. 
This is one soap opera with an un- 
happy ending. 


13. TEXAS—EL PASO 

Last season—his first as the Miners’ 
coach—David Lee installed a pro-style 
offense that featured quarterback 
Howard Gasser throwing nearly 35 
passes a game. Gasser usually had to 
run for his life (he was sacked 61 times), 
but he still managed to complete 52 
percent of his passes, good for 2,586 
yards and 16 touchdowns. Gasser and 
ace wide receivers Reggie Barrett and 
Ricki Lopez are all back for a final fling, 
and if Gasser isn't dismembered by the 
opposition, the Miners will again aver- 
age three touchdowns a game. Unfor- 
tunately, U.T.E.P’s opponents will also 
repeat their scoring average—five 
touchdowns a game. During spring 
practice, Lee noted his two primary 
goals: "(1) Teach a new defensive sys- 
tem. (2) Find players who want to play 
defense.” He'd best come up with a 
whole bunch—seven of last year's 
starting defenders have graduated. 
Faced with a beefed-up schedule, the 


Miners are a sure bet to cave in again, 
but they'll still be fun to watch. 


14. NAVY 

The Naval Academy can't abide losing, 
but here's its problem in a nutshell: Only 
a small number of blue-chip high school 
players want to attend one of the ser- 
vice academies. Aspiring Rambos pre- 
fer West Point, most future fighter pilots 
opt for the Air Force Academy, and An- 
napolis has to find jocks interested in 
engineering degrees. In any event, 
Navy doesn't have the firepower to be 
much of a threat this fall. Quarterback 
Alton Grizzard can move the ball on the 
ground but not in the air: In '89 he 
passed for only 1,109 yards and four 
touchdowns. Navy scored 13 points a 
game, its opponents ran up 24 (result- 
Ing in a 3-8 season), and | expect to 
see similar stats this fall—when Navy 
faces worthy opponents. But that won't 
often be the case. New coach George 
Chaump should benefit from the acad- 
emy's decision to stud its schedule with 
soft touches like Delaware, Akron, To- 
ledo, and Villanova. For a more accu- 
rate reading of Navy's prowess, con- 
sult your Sunday papers following the 
Midshipmen's games against Notre 
Dame and Virginia. 


15. WAKE FOREST 

Wake Forest (2-8-1 in '89) will play vir- 
tually the same lineup of opponents it 
faced last fall, but with a slightly weaker 
lineup of its own. Southpaw quarter- 
back Phil Barnhill, who led the confer- 
ence in total offense, will again be a 
formidable one-man show. Unfortu- 
nately, all-A.C.C. wide-out Ricky Proehl 
(65 receptions and 11 touchdowns) has 
graduated, and replacing him won't be 
a picnic. Even with the Barnhill-to- 
Proehl air show, the Demon Deacons 
averaged only 17 points a game, which 
was next to last in the A.C.C. On de- 
fense they were last in the conference. 
Wake Forest is not yet the A.C.C.'s eter- 
nal doormat, but this fall the D.D.s are 
definitely going to be stepped on all 
season long. 


16. CALIFORNIA-BERKELEY 

Last year Cal-Berkeley finished 4-7, 
which doesn't seem all that terrible until 
one remembers that the Golden Bears 
were led by Troy Taylor, the school's all- 
time leading passer. In '89 Taylor threw 
for 2,/35 yards and 16 touchdowns— 
and this season coach Bruce Snyder 
doesnt have a passer who's remotely 
as talented as Taylor. The Bears’ run- 
ning attack was strictly sub-par and will 
remain that way unless former high 
school all-American Russell White, who 
sat out last year, can live up to his press 
clippings. Cal gave up almost four T.D.s 
a game in ‘89, and with the graduation 
of linebacker David Ortega, the school's 
all-time leading tackler, the Bears don't 
figure to suddenly start clawing oppo- 
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Hello my name is Jeffery Julian DeMarco, president 
and founder of Pyraponic Industries, Inc. II, inventor of 
the Phototron®. The hallmark of the last 20 years has 
been energy efficiency. That is, we have learned how 
to best hermetically seal your home against the loss of 
heat and air conditioning. 
The result has been to also seal in air pollution. The 
Environmental Protection Agency (EPA) has suggested 
that every home in the United States has between 2 and 
20 times the amounts of pollution inside the home than 
outside. When placed in a 1,000 sq. ft. room, the 
Phototron® circulates 1,000 sq. ft. of air through the 
Phototron® 33 times every 24 hours. This does 4 things: 
Plants have always been the natural lungs of the Earth; 

l- Inthe Phototron® the natural respiration of plants 
breathe in all of the in house pollution completely 
filtering in the air you breathe; 

2-Along with all of the carbon dioxide you exhale 
and convert the CO2 to pure oxygen for your health; 

3- The natural transpiration of plants releases up to | 
gallon of pure distilled, deronized water vapor back to 
the air for your easy breathing; 

4- Aerosol airdeodorizers work by coating your nose 
hairs with an oil of artificial smell. You breathe the same 
pollutants, you just don’t smell them. 


By introducing fragrant plants into the Phototron 
III’s® sterile environment, a natural air freshener is 
created. Your whole house is naturally perfumed with 
roses, gardenias, jasmine, honeysuckle, etc. The Pho- 
totron IIIJ® will grow any plant twice as fast as nature 
can, producing more fruits, flowers, and vegetables. 
The tremendous impact that plants will have on your 
living environment is far more encompassing than the 
beauty of ornamental display, and you can take action 
for the health and well being of your family for just 
$39.95 down, with 0% interest and payments over 90 
days. With the Phototron [I1®, you can help save 
the planet naturally, painlessly, and 
inexpensively, as over 100,000 
people have already realized. 
$39.95 down! # 


“If you do not learn 
more about air £ 
pyrafication than 
you ever have 
before, I will * 
pay you for the — 
call. ] guarantee it.” 


1-619-451-2837 
PYRAPONIC INDUSTRIES, INC. II 
Dept. PH-9B « P.O. Box 27809 
15090A Avenue of Science 
San Diego, CA 92128 


Pyraponic Industries is ranked as the 86th fastest 
growing company in the United States 
* Manufacturer of the Year « Phototron® 
used by over 650 universities, schools 
and institutions worldwide, including 
Harvard, USDA, and WNASA. 4 
* Phototron® launch aboard Space Shuttle 

in 1992 to study permanent habitat on Space 
Station Freedom * 24 hour service calls 
* 6 follow-up mailings * 100% guaranteed 
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nents to death. Having lost its leading 
lights on offense and defense, Cal just 
might get all its lights punched out. 


17, RICHMOND 

several months ago Richard Morrill, 
president of the University of Rich- 
mond, grew irate when USA Today 
failed to list his Virginia institution as 
one of the nation’s choosiest colleges. 
Morrill could have saved everyone lots 
of time by just mentioning that Rich- 
mond's football team annually stinks up 
the joint, which is the true mark of a 
school with exceptional academics. 
Last year the Spiders finished 1-10 and 
were winless in their eight Yankee Con- 
ference games. Don't look for any mir- 
acles this time around: second-year 
coach Jim Marshall has very little to 
work with. He has to slot in five new 
starters on a defense that yielded bet- 
ter than four touchdowns a game in 
conference play, and he has to replace 
six starters on an offense that aver- 
aged just 11 points per game. Mar- 
shall’s got far too many holes to plug, 
but at least he’s working with true stu- 
dent-athletes. 


18. BOSTON COLLEGE 

B.C. finished 2-9 in '89, and with only 
ten wins in the last three years, the Ea- 
gles are overdue to achieve at least a 
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measure of mediocrity. That may finally 
happen. lf junior quarterback Willie 
Hicks ups his 47 percent completion 
average by a couple of ticks, B.C.'s of- 
fense—which features a hard-nosed 
running game—could top last year’s 
output of nearly 19 points a game. 
Coach Jack Bicknell may not admit it, 
but he has to be worried about the Ea- 
gles inability to keep opponents out of 
the end zone. The good news is that 
last year his defense allowed a sermi- 
respectable 23 points a game. The bad 
news is that seven defensive starters 
have graduated. Boston College will be 
overmatched against the likes of Miami, 
Ohio State, and Penn State, and unless 
the new kids on the block can hang 
tough, the Eagles figure to remain an 
endangered species. 


19. MARYLAND 

The Terrapins, coming off a 3-7-1 rec- 
ord, are in for another long season. The 
Terps’ mediocre defense gave up 21 
points a game in '89 but, with nine 
starters returning, should be a bit 
tougher. Coach Joe Krivak’s major 
headache will be his team’s offense, or 
lack of same: Nine starters have grad- 
uated. The two returning regulars are 
good ones. Wide receiver Barry John- 
son caught 43 passes last year and 
tackle Clarence Jones is a 275-pound 


blocking machine. Krivak really has to 
build his offense from scratch. That 
won't cut it in the A.C.C. 


20. LOUISIANA STATE 

scoff if you will, but powerful L.S.U.— 
which finished a surprising 4-7 last 
year—is about to make its bayou back- 
ers blue again. The Fighting Tigers’ de- 
fense yielded 23 points a game in ‘89. 
ana with the loss of six starters, doesn't 
figure to be sensational this fall. The 
Tigers will need to be sensational on 
defense, because they have very little 
going on offense: Eight of last year's 
Starters Nave used up their eligibility. 
Coach Mike Archer is going to be hard- 
pressed to come up with an adequate 
replacement for all-S.E.C. quarterback 
Tommy Hodson, L.S.U.'s all-time lead- 
ing passer. Last year Hodson com- 
pleted 57 percent of his tosses for 22 
touchdowns and 2,655 yards. Gradu- 
ated receiver Tony Moss, another all- 
3.E.C. performer, caught 59 passes for 
934 yards and nine touchdowns—he, 
too, will be keenly missed. Don't look 
for the Tigers to ring up 27 points a 
game again. Despite Archer's stock- 
pile of redshirts, blue-chip high school 
recruits, and the usual roundup of ju- 
nior-college transfers, his Bengals are 
going to end up getting their tails 
whipped.Ot+—_ 
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“Trick or taxes!" 


“Very well then. On the proposal to legalize mercy killing, 
we have six ‘nays and one ‘yummy!’ " 


=> | ELECT 
| JACK T. 

RIPPER 
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HMM... REFRESHING 
STAND ON MORAL 
Issues! 
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‘And if elected, | promise to personally inspect each and 
every bottle of our nation’s blood supply.” 
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‘And now it gives me great pleasure to introduce to you 
our new secretary of population management.” 


THAT'S THE LAST TIME 
I LET STEPHEN KING J} 9 
| WRITE MY SPEECH: ¥ 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 108 


upward, grinding hard into her, she be- 
gan to spasm out of control. 

I've never seen her come for so lona. 
He grabbed her ass, pulled her down 
on him, and came deep inside her. | 
was so excited by the sight that | came, 
too, right there in my pants. As she 
rolled off him, | decided I'd better leave 
before someone saw me peeking 
through the fence. On the way home, | 
thought about how she looked, com- 
pletely letting go like that with another 
man, and | became erect again. Now 
when we make love, | know she's think- 
ing of him, but so am |. 

| hope she continues to see Greg, 
because our sex life has never been 
better. Next | am going to ask her to 
bring hin home'so | can videotape them 
together. My buddies and | would get 
enough stimulation from that to fuel a 
lifetime of jerking off. But that's another 
letter for another time.—Name and aa- 
dress withheld 


A QUIET EVENING 

| met Carol on a blind date. The mutual 
friend who had set us up assured me 
that she was_not only smart, witty, and 
charming, but also beautiful. The real- 
ity was better than the promise. Her 
short blond hair, green eyes, glasses, 
and sharp business suit, which framed 
an incredibly sexy figure, enthralled me 
for the entire evening. By the way she 
blushed when | asked her out again, | 
knew she wasn't disappointed by me, 
either, even though | am short and 
balding. 

Over the following weeks, we be- 
came even closer, and it grew appar- 
ent to me that we would soon be doing 
“the nasty.” We had teased and taunted 
each other into a mutual state of sexual 
frenzy. Finally, the time had come. 

On a Friday night after work, | left my 
ad agency and rode up Madison Ave- 
nue to pick her up at her office. Al- 
though her day had sucked, when | 
presented her with a single red rose, | 
could see her tension ease. But | knew 
it would probably come back again, 
perhaps building to a huge wave be- 
fore it came crashing down in or- 
gasmic bliss later that night. 

The fireplace cast an orangy shadow 
across the apartment as we sat sipping 
wine and relaxing. She slipped her 
shoes off and watched while | cooked 
dinner. Afterward | finger-fed her fresh 
fruit and we had ice-cold champagne. 
We laughed, nervously at times, easing 
the desire that was beginning to over- 
whelm us. 

We kissed and pressed our bodies 
together. Slowly we began helping each 
other down to our underwear. With the 
little light we had, | was able to verify 
what I'd suspected all along. This 
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woman was a goddess. From her toes 
to her nose, everything was perfect. Her 
swanlike neck curved down to an 
amazing pair of shoulders. Her small, 
firm breasts were nestled in a black lace 
bra. Her flat stomach led to a skimpy 
pair of matching black lace panties, 
which barely hid a bountiful patch of 
golden pubic hair. Carol's legs were 
shaped like a dream—long, strong, and 
flexible. Her scent filled the room, 
heightening my hunger. Her ass was, 
well, indescribable. Her entire body was 
covered by skin so soft, and so hot, it 
makes my testicles bang together with 
glee just to think about it. 

As we fell to the bed, the fire sent our 
strangely colored shadows tumbling 
across the walls. My cock was aching. 
We sensed each other's longing and 
took off what was left of our clothing. 
My balls were tight and my cock tapped 
its purple head against my belly. She 
ran her hands over my shoulders, 


® 
Leaning forward and 
opening my zipper with her 
teeth, her tongue 
flicked at my pubic hair. She 
slid my pants down 
and took my cock hungrily 
into her moist mouth. 


2 


through the hair on my chest, down over 
my belly, and between my legs, until 
she finally grasped my hard shaft. | ca- 
ressed her incredibly soft skin. We were 
both literally trembling with anticipation 
of things to come. 

With an enthusiasm |'d never seen, 
she began to suck me off, slowly at first, 
licking all around, tickling my pubic hair, 
rubbing my balls, sucking them into her 
mouth—this | loved. She took as much 
of my thick cock into her mouth as she 
could. It was all | could do to not scream 
oul. My arms were flailing at my sides 
uncontrollably, pounding the bed. She 
really had me squirming. She contin- 
ued to drive me nutso, until my cock 
felt as if it were going to split at the 
seams. 

Reluctantly, | pulled her head from 
between my legs. She slowly slid up 
my body, dragging her hot, erect nip- 
ples over my cock and balls. She had 
this incredible look of passion on her 
face. She licked her lips and stared at 
me in a way that made me realize |'d 
found a truly sexual being. 

With my cock twitching madly, | rolled 
her over onto her back. She spread her 


legs randily, cupping her hand over her 
pussy and rubbing it while her arms 
forced her breasts together. She was 
oozing sex from her eyes, her mouth, 
and her cunt. | put my face between 
her legs and heard her breath get short. 
| kissed, licked, and nuzzled all around 
her hot box until | thought she'd pull 
what's left of my hair right out of my 
head, leaving me totally bald! 

The scent of her cunt was light but 
overwhelming. | spread her outer lips 
with my fingers and dove in. She 
gasped. | sucked and probed with my 
fingers until she was squirming to get 
away. | had my mouth mashed against 
her pussy and was holding her steady 
with all the power | had in my arms. 
Every time I'd suck at the bottom of her 
hole | could feel her tremble, telling me 
she was near the edge. After a while | 
could tell she and | both needed to get 
on with it. Oral sex can be gratifying, 
but it was fucking that we needed. 

With my face covered with her juices, 
| slid my way up her torso, stopping to 
suck her tits. We kissed ferociously, 
sharing her taste. My cock was too hot 
for words. Smoke was escaping from 
between both of our legs. | rubbed my 
cock up and down her slit, driving us 
into a mutual fit of lust. She reached 
down and grabbed my throbbing rod, 
putting the tip into her hole. We both 
gasped as | entered her slowly, a little 
at a time, using short strokes to build 
a rhythm, and our excitement. 

She half-moaned, half-screamed 
when | finally hammered all the way in. 
| had to stop because | could feel my 
orgasm just on the brink of exploding 
from my hard cock. She clawed at my 
back and butt, begging me to get on 
with it. After I'd regained my compo- 
sure, we began to fuck in earnest. With 
each stroke in, she yelled. | knew the 
neighbors could hear, but | didn't care. 
There was no way | was going to stop 
until we were both totally spent. 

We pounded away. The bedsprings 
screeched. Her screams became more 
rapacious. We were a synchronized, 
swealy mass of heaving flesh on fire. 
My cock and her pussy were soaked. 
| looked in her eyes as she groaned 
out, “You're fucking the shit out of me 
and | love it!" | used every angle | could 
think of, every rhythm, every bit of sex- 
ual intensity | could muster. When she 
came, she clamped down on me with 
her legs and almost sliced my back 
open with her nails. Her moans stopped 
for an instant as she let go completely, 
her body arching up and going rigid. 

| moved into high gear, boosting my 
pace. The heat of our bodies, the sweat 
rolling down, the light from the now- 
dying fire, increased my passion. Carol 
rocked her hips and moved her legs, 
heightening the friction between us. She 
reached down and squeezed and 
stroked my balls. It was all | needed. | 
came in her with such force, | thought 
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A compendium of bizarre, idiotic, 
lurid, and ofttimes witless driblets of information 
culled from the nation’s press 
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UFOS CONTACT MICHAEL JACKSON 


Maybe he’s taken one too many moonwalks, but space cadet | have a radio transmitter that beams continuous signals to outer 
Michael Jackson says he’s dreamed about space aliens and is | space so E.T.s can home in on it. If a saucer lands, the video 
convinced that messages were “beamed into” his brain by ex- | camera will capture the historic event, which will then be fed 
traterrestrials looking for a parking spot here on earth. So the | to TV screens in Michael's Las Vegas office.’ (Boston Herald— 
singer is building a UFO landing in the Nevada desert for his | submitted by George A. Greene, Quincy, Mass.) 

new friends. Reports an earthbound source, ‘His spaceport will | /t would be nice if he'd come down to earth.—Editor 
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VEGGIE-EATING MOM 
GIVES BIRTH TO GREEN BABY 


It’s always greener on the other 
side of the nursery. What hap- 
pens when a woman eats noth- 
ing but leafy green vegetables 
during her nine months of 
pregnancy? She gives birth to 
a green baby, that’s what! At 
| least that’s what happened to 


this Mexican mama, who ate | 


| the green vegetables on the or- 
ders of her physician. ““My 
doctor told me it would be 


healthy for my child,”’ she 
says. ““Look what it did to my 


When a nun and a priest fall in 
love, what’s to be done? Well, 
| In this case, the nun under- 


went an exorcism to get rid of 


| the devil who was forcing her 
to have sex. The French nun and 
priest were having sex for several 
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poor baby. He has become a 
spectacle inAhe hospital and to 
the world. People come by to 
get a look at him and all the 
nurses are laughing at him. 
What’s going to happen when 
he gets older? All the children 
will be picking on him be- 
cause he’s so green.”’ Docs 
believe that the vegetables had 
caused a chemical reaction in- 
side the woman's body, (Sun) 
Or maybe her husband had a 
green thumb, .. .—Editor 


months before the nun decided 
to blame it on Satan. She went 


| through an agonizing exor- 
| cism—one that would have put 


Linda Blair to shame—includ- 
ing writhing on the floor and 
screaming insults at the priest 


|GAY SHEEP 


| will stand 


| got beat up so much that it was 


A good percentage of male 
sheep are gay, it seems, and 
most of them are not getting 
enough, “The problem for ho- 
mosexual_ P| 

sheep is ™ 

that it’s dif-"% 
ficult to find 
another 
male who 


still,’’ ex- 
plains a doctoral stu- 
dent at a federal agri- 
cultural facility. “If there 
is a ram that is hurt or 
caught in a fence, then they 
can mount him, but otherwise 
there are so few receivers that it 
becomes difficult for homosex- 
uals to express themselves.” 
What about the few males that 
don't mind being on the bot- 
tom? “They tolerate it,” says 
the doctoral candidate. *‘They 
may have been the wimps that 


easier to tolerate it than any- 
thing else.” (Pittsburgh Out— 
submitted by J. Fords, Pitts- 
burgh, Penn.) 

Now we know what virgin wool 
is.—Editor 


What do you do when your fi- 
ance dies? Well, if you're 
lucky, you'll find out his soul 
has entered the body of a 16- 
foot giraffe and you'll still get 
married. Our story began | 
when an Italian woman took a | 
trip to the zoo and noticed a 
giraffe staring at her. “Its eyes 
were large and soft, just as my 
fiancé’s had been,”’ recalls the 
bride. “It looked at me with 
such understanding and pity. | 
knew immediately that this 
was more than an animal's 
gaze—I knew it was my fi- 
ance come back to me in an- 
other form.” So the gal bought 
the giraffe and married it in 
| her father’s barn in front of 200 
guests. Says a relative from the 
human side of the family, “Pm 
hoping this doesn’t ruin her 
| socially. She’s always been 
| popular, but people are begin- 
ning to wonder. I mean, who 
wants the wife of a giraffe at 
their dinner party?” (Weekly 
World News) 

| Gives a whole new meaning to 

necking.—Editor 


performing the rite. When it 
was over, she was cured. “After 
the exorcism, I felt empty,” she 
recalls. “But I also telt pure 
again.’ (News Extra) 

They had a hell of a time.— 
Editor 


Her music’s truly out of this 
world, A woman in Peoria, II- 
| linois, with no prior musical 
training or abilities is compos- 
ing elaborate New Age music, 
inspired by a “‘small yellow- 
skinned’’ UFO alien who's 


appeared in her bathroom. It 
all began in 1981, when she 
spotted a UFO over Interstate 
74 in Peoria. Immediately af- 
terward, she started hearing 
music playing in her head and 
began writing it down. Sey- 


| room. 


eral years later,‘ one of the 
aliens appeared in her bath- 
“Tt identified itself as 
the one who has been com- 
municating with me,” says the 
woman. “It had silver eyes and 
had radiant beauty.... They 


work through me because I’m 
not afraid.*’ (Associated Press 
Wire Service—submitted by 
Mike Kessler, Chicago, III.) 


| Maybe Michael Jackson should 


give credit where credit ts 
due.—Editor 


U.S. GIRL BEARS 
WEREWOLF BABY 


They met on a cruise ship, had an affair, and nine months later, 
he’s nowhere to be found and she’s the mother of a six-pound- 
eight-ounce bouncing baby werewolf! That’s what happened to 

9 23- -year-old secretary from San Francisco who met a young 
Hamann man on a Mediterranean cruise. The baby 1s covered 
with hair and has fangs and tiny wolf’s claws. Reports a doc 
who examined the baby, **There ts no doubt the child ts the son 
of a werewolf, Characteristics found in the baby’s blood, skin, 
and hair revealed he 1s half-human, half-animal.’’ Thinking back 
on it now, the new mom is not surprised that her lover was a 
werewolf. *‘He locked himself in his cabin when there was a 
full moon,” she recalls. And when she tried knocking, she heard 
growling. “He had the hairiest body of any man I'd ever seen. 
And he preferred his meat cooked extremely rare, if cooked at 


all." (Weekly World News) 
What a howl.—Editor 


| Certain African gorillas can actually speak human languages! 


This startling fact was revealed in a deathbed confession of a 
Scottish zookeeper who once overheard two African bush go- | 
rillas gabbing in Afrikaans, a South African language. Upset at | 


| being caught, one of the gorillas, 500-pound Gorko, grabbed 


the zookeeper and made him swear to secrecy. Only the zoo- 
keeper’s past kindness to Gorko kept him from being killed 
instantly. Once certain their secret was safe, Gorko admitted | 


} | that gorillas have been able to talk for centuries. They just | 


decided not to tell anyone for fear of being turned into slaves. 
Gorko also told the zookeeper, *“‘Why do you assume that we 
can't talk like you? What makes you think you humans are so 
smart? At least we don't do stupid things like shoot each other 
and take drugs! Don't you realize that we are really your cousins, 
and that if we had a few of your special genes we would be just 
like you?” (Sum) 

That would explain Andrea Dworkin.—Editor 


EDITOR’S NOTE 
We welcome your contributions for future “Hard Times” 
columns, and we will give a free one-year subscription to 


Penthouse to each reader whose item is printed. Send clip- 
pings to: Hard Times, c/o Penthouse, 1965 Broadway, New | 
York, N.Y. 10023. Please include the name of the newspaper, 
the page number, and the date the clipping was published. 
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PARTING SHOT 


BY EDWARD SOREL 
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A LAWYER. A RACIST. AN ANTI-SEMITE. 
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ABOUT A WaMAN'S FIGURE, SEEM To BE SMARTER, IM WHEN | SAID ALL POLITICIANS 
THE BIMBO CALLS ME ACCUSED OF “FOSTERING ARE Cools - THEY SAI). 

A SEXIST. KACIAL STERCOTYPES: | WAS BEING “SIMPLISTIC”. 
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my whole body would squeeze out of 
the tip of my cock. She sucked me into 
her body, closing her legs around my 
waist, cradling my head against her 
shoulder, moaning in my ear. | began 
to relax, my body still twitching out of 
control. 

We stayed like that for a while. Slowly, 
our heartbeats returned to normal. 
When we finally looked into each oth- 
er's eyes, we laughed, realizing what 
had just happened. Our first sex was 
better than I'd ever expected. It was 
fate, it was love, and we both knew it. 

Since then the quality of our sex has 
not diminished, but rather intensified. 
And since we're both fairly adventure- 
some, I'm sure we won't lack for inven- 
tiveness. We'll keep you posted.— 
Name and address withheld 


WSEX 

| call myself Radio Rocker (not my real 
handle), a big-time jock in a Podunk 
town in Middle America. | graduated in 
broadcasting from an area university, 
and after having very little Juck in both 
my professional and sexual careers, | 
decided to start small. What | didn't 
know was that | was in for the broad- 
cast of my life. 


| was doing my usual midnight to 
6 AM. alr shift, as | had been doing for 
the last six weeks, when a call came in 
on the request line around 3:15, jarring 
me from my fantasy of popping it to my 
favorite female rock star. The caller 
identified herself only as a fan of Radio 
Rocker. At the sound of her sultry voice 
panting my name, my limp dick sud- 
denly came to life. She had a request 
| couldn't refuse. She said, “Oh, big 
Rocker, | want to come to the studio so 
you can play with my knobs and insert 
your antenna into my receiver.” 

At first | thought it was a joke, but 
then reconsidered, thinking, What the 
fuck, It’s 3 AM and I'm in the middle of 
fucking nowhere, so what do | have to 
lose? | told her to get her hot woofer 
down here and I'd be happy to adjust 
her tweeters. With a laugh, | hung up 
the phone and played “Ain't Too Proud 
to Beg.” A half hour later, there was a 
knock on the studio door and | imme- 
diately rose to the occasion. A blond 
bombshell sashayed her way in, her 
huge breasts begging to be released 
from her skimpy halter top. 

As she walked around the console, 
undressing me with her eyes and lick- 
ing her red juicy lips with her hot tongue, 
my throbbing member tried to burst out 
of my jeans, She said, “I’m Erica, and 
| want to talk into your microphone.” | 
grabbed the longest record | could find, 
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“Stairway to Heaven,” and put the sharp 
needle in the groove of the spinning 
vinyl. | rjoped off her halter top, grabbed 
her tits, and began wildly sucking her 
silver-dollar-sized nipples. “Oh, 
Rocker,” she moaned, “take a dive into 
my prize closet and I'll be No. 1 on your 
playlist.” 

| hiked her ass up onto the console 
and tore off her faded denims. Her glis- 
tening pussy stared wildly at me and 
her moans became screams as she 
begged me to play with her. Leaning 
forward and opening my zipper with her 
teeth, her tongue flicked at my pubic 
hair. She slid my pants down and took 
my cock hungrily into her moist mouth. 
My meter registered overload as | tried 
to contain my juices. | quickly pulled 
out and placed my mouth on her love 
nest, my tongue darting in and out of 
her wanton hole and sending her way 
off the charts. “Yes, yes,” she screamed, 
almost drowning out the sounds of Led 
Zeppelin. 

| couldn't wait any longer and she 
was moaning, “Fuck me, Rocker. Fuck 
me!” So | pierced her pussy with my 
pulsating prick. She began to cream 
on the console, love juices trickling 
down her thighs. | realized the song 
was also reaching its climax. | had a 
difficult decision to make, should | come 
or should | talk? | decided to forgo the 
format in order to reach my own 50,000 
watts of surging power. As we came 
together in a crashing crescendo, Er- 
ica grabbed at the on-air light in her 
ecstasy, and to my shock, | realized 
that our lustful adventure was being 
broadcast to the entire metropolitan 
area. | glanced over and noticed that 
my request lines were ringing out of 
control. Then Erica left as suddenly as 
she had come. 

The next day when | arrived at work, 
the general manager informed me that 
he was going on vacation and his 
daughter would be in charge. He didn't 
understand the gleam in my eyes when 
he introduced his daughter—Erica. 
During the next few weeks, | was sure 
to have a peak in my ratings —Name 
and address withheldOt-_ 
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When 135 celebrities, rang- 
ing from Jane Fonda to 
Mike Wallace and Muham- 
mad Ali, strutted their stuff 
for free at “Night of 100 


| cast last spring on NBC, 
they were supposedly 


fitan AIDS program 
| run by the Actors: 
Fund of America. 
some observers are 
charging, however, that 
the beneficiaries of the  } 
evening also included its 
executive producer, the 
Broadway showman 
Alexander H. Cohen, and 
Hildy Parks, his wife, who 
coproduced and scripted 
the extravaganza. 

Ine Actors Fund seems 
set to receive about 
$750,000 from the event 
That's only a fraction of 
what was taken in from 
| ticket sales (thousands of 

people paid as much as 
$1,250 to attend the live 
performance and following 
dinner), from a rights deal 
with NBC (which paid $2.7 
million for the three-hour 
broadcast), and from un- 
derwriting contributions, 
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Stars,” a New York gala tele- 


doing so primarily to bene-_ 


BY SHARON CHURCHER 


| such as the travel and ac- 


commodations donated to 
visiting stars by hotels and 
Continental Airlines. Ac- 
cording to a public state- 
ment by Cohen, $5 million 
went into production costs. 
What Cohen didn't tell the 
public is that these costs 
were swollen 


$150,000 
fee paid to Parks, says 
a source familiar with the 
figures, and by a second 
fee that went to him. 

“The Actors’ Fund won't 
know exactly how much 
Alex paid himself until the 
audit is in on the show, but 
i's believed he got around 
$250,000,” the source says. 
Further enraging the critics, 
the telecast, they com- 


| plained, made no reference 
to AIDS. “This was a one- 


shot chance to make the 


i POOR DENIS! 


| He's 75, but Britain's First 
| Man, Denis Thatcher, can't 


retire. Margaret Thatcher 
expects him to continue 
bankrolling her in the man- 
ner to which she's been ac- 
customed ever since she 
married him, says a friend 


HM of the prime minister's long- 


suffering spouse. 
The PM.’s job pays the 
lron Lady an $88,000 salary, 


| augmented by an expense 


account of some $43,000 
for official entertaining. But 


general public 
aware not only of 


to help people 
with AIDS, but 
what needs to 
be done,” complains Tom 
Viola, a spokesman for Ac- 
tors Equity President Col- 
leen Dewhurst. “lt was a 
chance to talk about the 
need for compassion, and 
this show missed it.” 

A Cohen spokesman 


| contirmed that both the 
| producer and his wife re- 


ceived fees. “What you as- 
sumed in terms of their size 
is not accurate, but it's 
close enough, the spokes- 
man added. ‘Alex is valli- 
dating your assertion, but 
would you please make it 


this is small change to gro- 
cer’s daughter Maggie, 
who has indulged her so- 
phisticated tastes since 
marrying Denis, a prosper- 
ous businessman ten years 
her senior. 

“She's a marvelous host- 
ess. She entertains far 
more than prime ministers 
have in the past, and that 
has to be paid for,” says 
Denis’s friend. Accordingly, 
“Denis still works very 
hard.” That's at a slew of 
company directorships and 
consultancies, which keep 


what's being done 


on the plate." 


/ clear that these are their 


fees for charity. They are 
less than their fees for 
commercial projects.” The | 
fees are further justified, 
the spokesman asserted, 
because ‘Alex took the risk 
up front for the whole bene- 
fit. He started with a $5 mil- 
lion production budget and 
only $2.7 million in guaran- 
teed income from NBC.” 
Why no mention of AIDS 
in a show that talked of vir- 
tually every other global ill? 
“The nature of the show 
was that time allocated 
away from entertainment 


| was used to describe the 


| [charitable] work of the Ac- 
tors’ Fund in a general 
way,’ said the spokesman. 


him shuttling between Brit- 
ain and the U.S. and must 
be fitted in with his more 
official duties as the Iron 
Lady's spouse, such as 
golfing in a rainstorm with 
George Bush. 

As a kept woman, Mag- 
gle reciprocates in the tra- 
ditional way, pampering her | 
provider. “Denis really is 
particular about how she 
cooks his bacon for break- 
fast,” Deniss chum says. 
“He likes it very lean and 
crisp. If it isn’t right, it's left 
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In Behind Closed Doors, 
two girls perform an erotic 


Strip that is hot enough 


to fry Jesse Helms's eyeballs. 


BY AL GOLDSTEIN 


COUPLES’ TAPE 
OF THE MONTH 
Behind Closed Doors 
(Vivid) LL 
In the lexicon of adult 
video, shot-on-film produc- 
tions are usually a mark of 
expense and therefore 
quality. This film-to-tape 
production falls somewhat 
| short in technical values 
(the sound is very muddy), 
but it redeems itself some- 
what by showcasing the 
gorgeous bodies of Bar- 
bara Dare and Victoria 
Paris. Dare is stripper Silky 
Monroe, who wants to get 
out of “the life” and into 
another job. Her partner- 
lover is played by Paris, 
and the two adult super- 
stars perform an erotic strip 
that's hot enough to fry 
Jesse Helms's eyeballs. 


Doors: great girl-girl sex. 


Dare leaves for her home- 
town of Blue Grove and the 
love of hippie hunk Brett 
True. Though the action 
unfolds in sentimental, 
romantic surges, there's 
plenty of great sex to punc- 
tuate the slow passages, A 
lot of it is girl-girl, so if your 
girl is the type who swings 
both ways, this may be a 
good tape for you. 
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X-RATED VIDEO 


TONGUE-TIED 

King Tung 

(LA Video) L 

For novelty value alone, this 
tape is a good party favor- 

ite. “King Tung” is the name 
of the video and the name 


| of a rapper with, as he 


says, an 18-inch mouth 
muscle. It sprouts from his 
face like an absurd snake, 
fulfilling the dreams of cun- 
nilingus-starved females 
everywhere. King Tung 
effectively lays to rest the 
myth that blacks don't like 
to go down. Unfortunately, 
the tongue isn't showcased 
as much as it should be. 
Tung is featured in the 
opening MTV-style rap num- 
ber and in one sex scene, 
but the rest of the video is 
listless and uninteresting. 
The script features bad-pun 
names like “Anita Head" 

and “Debbie Docock,” and 
the rest of the humor is on 
that level, too. 


PENTHOUSE PICK 


| Party Doll 


(VCA) LLL 


Alex de Renzy directs this 


| tour de force sexual romp 


from a simple, clever script 
that worms inside a wom- 
an’s fantasies. The woman 


| is Kelly Royce, a.k.a. “Party 


Doll.” Royce is the hot new 
starlet of the moment, and 
here she proves that she 
can do a dramatic scene or 
a sex scene with equal 
facility. A guest approaches 
the hostess at her party 
and whispers this come-on: 


| "| bet you only have an 
| orgasm when you mastur- 


bate. | bet you never come 


| unless you jack off. Further- 


more, | bet you could get 
extremely wet right now, 

standing here." She does, 
they do, and it's off to the 


Doll: party doll’s fantasies. 


dry cleaners with Party 
Doll's fantasies. Some mild 
kinkiness is involved, but a 
compelling consistency is 
maintained throughout. 
Royce is magnificent as 
she throws her whole body 
into a fuck at the end of the 
tape. There's a twist ending 
that provides just the right 
amount of irony. An excel- 
lent tape—one that's adult 
in all the best senses of 
the word. 


STRANGE BEDFELLOWS 
Laze 

(Zane Brothers) LL 

Really funny porn come- 
dies are a fairly rare breed, 
with producers usually fall- 
Ing into the type of broad, 
cornball humor evident in 
Laze. Here, however, it 
works better than usual. 
Director Ron Sullivan (a.k.a. 
Henri Pachard) keeps up a 
rollicking pace in this par- 
ody of the mainstream 
movie Blaze. This one just 
gets weirder and weirder, 
Chi Chi LaRue, as “Earl,” 
the southern political boss, 
starts out in the tape wear- 
ing a white suit, like a plan- 
tation owner. He winds up 
in drag, however, and 
seems much more comfort- 
able in pumps. Even with a 
200-pound transvestite 
playing porn’s answer to 


| Divine, you'd never mistake 


| ble partner, and Paris 


| BASIC ADULT VIDEO 
| LIBRARY 

| Midnight Heat 

| (VCA) LADD 


| night Heat, a very strange 


this for a gay film. The sex 
is unrelenting and very 
entertaining. When the first 
sex scene involves a 
douche, you know you're in 
for a weird ride. 


BLACKJACK OFF 

Vegas: Royal Flush 

(CDI Home Video) LL 

In this fast-paced little Vic- 
toria Paris vehicle, Vegas 
gives us our anything-but- 
little superstar as a private 
eye, broke in the city that 
invented luck. A Peeping 
Tom blackmailer (Eric 
Price) pops up as a possi- 


decides to help him out 
sexually as well as profes- 
sionally. Nothing much of 
importance goes on here, 
but the great, busty, funny 
Paris easily carries the 
whole video. Don't look for 
true-to-life Vegas location 
shots here, but if you don't 
expect too much, you'll 
come away Satisfied. 


Jamie Gillis reinvents kink 
in his own image in Mid- 


film noir adult video that's 
all moodiness and edgy 
sex. In one scene Gillis 
engages two hookers, only 
to demand that they do 
each other while he 
watches. The plot unfolds 
in expressionistic-daydream 
style. It turns out Gillis is a 
killer, a soldier for the 
Mafia. If Franz Kafka con- 
spired with Raymond Chan- 
dier to do porn, this tape 
would be the result. Not for 
everyone, but brilliant in tts 
own way.Ot-_ 


THE SAFE SENSUAL FULFILLMENT OF YOUR SEXUAL FANTASIES 
INTIMATE, SEE UNINHBITED FOR DISCRIMINATING ADULTS 


LET ME PLEASE YOU! 
CALL ME...IT'S TOLL FREE 


f 2- HOTA AND FOXY V WOMEN 
§ NEEDING A GOOD HARD MAN! 
CALL US. PARTYLINE-MESSAGES 
24 HRS. CONFESSION LINE 


1-800-365-4LUV 


ONLY $1.95 BILLED TO V/MC AS 
NEW ADVENTURES. MUST BE 21 OR OLDER 


"I'M EVERYTHING 
YOU ALWAYS WANTED!" 
CALL SIMONE 


HOT SEXY PARTYLINE 
COME PLAY WITH ME 
NOW 


1-800-999-6666 


BILLED DISCREETL 
99¢ PER 1/2 MIN. ON C/V AS PENPAL 


THE FOXY PARTY-LINES WITH 
HOT-SEX ONE-ON-ONE! 


1-800-677-FOXY 
1-800-677-4SEX 
MC/VISA BILLED AS IWM COMMUNICATIONS 
ONLY 99¢ PER 1/2 MIN. 


FEEL THE HEAT! 
CAL GINA 1A NOW, SHE'S 


; -800- 888- HEAT 
| 1-800-999-GINA 


BILLED ON MC/V AS TALK TIME 
99¢ 1/2 MIN. MUST BE 18. 


JOIN THE PARTY! 
LIVE HOTTALK WITH 
OUR SEXY PARTY GIRLS 


1-800-765-HOTT 
1-800-765-GALS 


MC/V 98¢ PER 1/2 MIN. 
BILLED AS SW COM. MUST BE 18 


I'D LIKE TO WHISPER IN 
YOUR EAR! 


IT’S TOLL FREE 


VARIETY & FANTASY & FUN 
LOW, LOW RATES 
CALL MARY JO 


415-567-3112 


V/MC/ AE 24 HOURS 


1-800- 274- 9999 


MC/ v/ AX/MO NO CALL BACKS 


THE SAFE SENSUAL FULFILLMENT OF YOUR SEXUAL FANTASIES 
INTIMATE, DISCREET AND UNINHIBITED FOR DISCRIMINATING ADULTS 


CALL ME NOW! GINA'S LIVE PHONE SEX | LET ME BE YOUR SECRET 
I'M ALWAYS READY. PARTY LINES-MESSAGES | PHONE FANTASY AFFAIR 


1-800-365-LUST | 1-800-777-GINA oe 
1-800-444-SEXY | 1:800-456-TARA | 416-924-1852 


DIRECT CALL BACK AVAILABLE. AE/MC/V 


SWING ON JODI'S LIVE PHONE SEX B FOR A RARE TREAT INDULGE 
LIVE PARTYLINE CALL NOW, HOT ONE-ON-ONE YOUR SEXUAL FANTASIES 
I'M | PRIVATE LINES...! 


AVAILABLE IN CANADA 1-800-677-TINA 
1-800-999-0766 | '-800:677°LISA 


ONLY 95¢ 1/2 MIN. MUST BE 18 


HOT LIVE ONE ON ONE TINA'S HOT LIVE PARTY LINE "| CAN GIVE YOU WHAT 
PARTYLINES-LIVE, YOU WANT" 


NO TABOOS! ASK FOR CATHY 


SEXY PERSONALS 1-800-999-TINA 
ee ae | 213-859-2442 


HAVE MC//V READY 69¢ PER 1/2 MIN. BILLED AS BETA & ALPHA ENTERTAINMENT AE/V/MC DIRECT CALL-BACKS 24 HRS 


. FOUR 


VIDEOS FOR ONLY $19.99! 
A$199.00 Value 


As part of a national campaign to intro- 
duce you to our friendly, discreet and effi- 
cient video service we're making this 
unbdeatable offer. For just $19.99 we will 
ship to you all four of the feature-lengtt 

videos you see in this ad. We repeat. All 4 
video features will be sent to you for just 
$19.99! You'll receive Stacey Lords and 
Raven Richards In “Easy Lover,’ Nina 
Hartiey in “Debbie for Hire; Charisma, 
Brittany and Stacey Lords in “Breast- 
stroke 3” and Lynn LeMay and Nina Hart- 


EASY LOVER —Stacey Lords and Raven 
Richards are secretaries inan office 
where the boss knows what he wants 
and work is rarely on his mind. Sexy 
Stacey is a Jittle naive but ambitious. 
There isn't much she won't do to get a 
raise out of the boss (and believe us, she 
gets areal raise out of him!)Stacey’s sex 
scenes in the first 5 minutes of this 
excellent production are worth the price 
of the entire video! Time Approximate 1 
Hour 6 Minutes. 


ley In “Power Blonde”! #8101! 


DEBBIE FOR HIRE—Nina Hartley, Renee 
Morgan and Lynn LeMay. Debbie's back 
and she's hotter than ever! Catch the 
fun, the Intrigue and the incomparable 
sex a5 Debbie gets “down and dirty" ina 
great Henri Pachard smash hit. What sex 
queen Nina Hartley did In “Dishes” she 
does even better as every man’s dream 
of the perfect mald! Debble will have 
you literally screwed to the screen! The 
screen's hottest stars are hotter than 
ever! Time Approximate 1 Hour 5 


if coupon is removed send $3.00 ea. for P&H, with your order to: Ultra Corp., P.O. Box 3812, Milford, CT 06460, 


Canadian Residents: Ultra Corp., 4944 Decarle Blvd., CP305 Montreal, Que. H3X 3T6. 


Minutes. 


Our iron-clad guarantee that comes with every purchase also applies 

to this special « OF Fer. It's Simple. lf you are not 100% delighted with your 

purchase just return it within 30 days for your money back. No questions 
€ than pleased with each of the 


asked! But v were >sure that you will be more 
4sexy videos starring the hottest names inth e business. Place your order 
along with 


today and we’ T also include aspeciallyselected "mystery gift’ < 
our brand new color catalog filled with more of the best buys 
inadult v -ABSOLUTELY FREE! 


ideo 


Please note: Due to the extremely unusual nature of this offer we reserve 
one right to return any order, unopened, after the first 5,000 sets have 
een sold. 


BREASTSTROKE 3—Charisma, Brittany and Stacey Lords ina 
hot, new continuation of the hugely successful “Breaststroke” 
viaeo series. The juggernaut continues and the cups runneth 
over again with the most delicious orbs ever unsheathed! You'll 
drool with delight as these lovely and willing ladies bare their 
greatest assets and do just about anything that will bring them 
pleasure. The sex scenes are incomparable and the starlets hot- 
ter than ever—and they're waiting for you! Time Approximate 1 
Hour 3 Minutes. 


sult BN 
“wate id 


™ 
1 


LTHA CO DEPT. FNK4 
Sirs Ihave enclosed my check M 0 Visa M c information Please rush me the 4 
yeas under a Aid oe MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE (CT res. add sales tax. | 

! : Available trom Witra Corp. 4944 Decarie Blvd. CP305 
Montreal Que H3X 316 please add 30% plus $4. 00M & H to prices shown. All orders 
shipped duty-free from within Canada (Que Residents add 9% sales tax) 
CE: | declare that | am an adult, 21 years of age or over (19 years of age or over for 
Canadian residents). | am purchasing these for my private use in my own home and 
will not sell the material or furnish it to minors 
Signature 


Poe ~~ 


Mr, Mrs, Miss Ms VHS ONLY 
Video $19.99 

POWER BLONDE—Lynn LeMay, Randy West and Nina Hartiey. City. State Zip Tota} 20-22 __ 
Dumb Blonde? Airhead? Don't bet on it. Lynn LeMay absolutely Phone # in case we have a GT State 
scorches the screen as the power-driven captain of industry. question about your order phone w Tax — 
She's hard driven and hard-driving. She controls major corpo- SIME Civiea) Exp. date PeH 22. 
rations. She controls powerful businessmen. But she can't con- Ath. SS a 
trol her insatiable sexual appetite. She'll melt at the thought of Bank or Org. issuing card _ €Ene.$ 


NOTE AVAILABLE IN 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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d lron-shanked cock and she'll do anything to have it deep 
inaice her. The sex is red-hotin this great Henri Pachard release. 


Time Approximate 1 Hour 5 Minutes. #8101 


Yas 


JACKIE MARTLINGS 
OKE BOOK 


Think you know a good joke? If you stump Jackie the Joke Man, you can win a year’s 
subscription to Penthouse, along with an “| Stumped Jackie the Joke Man” T-shirt. Send entries to 
Jackie Martling, c/o Penthouse Editorial Dept., 1965 Broadway, New York, N.Y. 10023-5965. 


What did one tampon say to the other tampon? 


TUNNEL VISION | Nothing. They're both stuck-up cunts. 
Mrs. Johnson goes to a brand-new gynecologist. As_ | 
he examines her, he says, “Mrs. Johnson, that is the How can you make a Jewish girl scream twice? 
hugest vagina | have ever, ever seen!” Fuck her real hard and then wipe your dick on the 
When she gets home, she decides to have a look drapes. 
for herself. She takes a big mirror down off the wall, 
uts it on the floor, takes off all her clothes, stands on 
‘ the mirror, spreads her legs, and looks down. | MEATBALLSY 
Just then, her husband walks in early from work. He Guido walks into a bar and says to the bouncer. 
says, “What the hell are you doing?” “Hey, you want to hear a Polish joke?" 
She says, “Umm .. . I'm exercising! f The bouncer says, “Pal, I'm six foot two, 220 
He says, “Well, be careful not to fall in the hole. pounds, and I'm Polish. See the other bouncer? He's 
Ye , six foot six, 270 pounds, and he’s Polish. See the 
What's the difference between a Jewish girl and a bartender? Six foot seven, 290 pounds, and she’s 
puppy? | Polish. Still want to tell me a Polish joke?” 
The puppy stops whining after a few weeks. Guido says, "Sure. But would you do me a favor? 
(submitted by D. C., Chesterfield, Va.) Would you call them over here? | don't want to have 
to explain it three times!” 


How is an elephant like Kentucky Fried 
Chicken? 
They both come in buckets. 


THE SURGEON GENITAL 


Norris is whittling. He doesn't realize his 
zipper is open, and he almost cuts off his 
dick. His dick looks up and says, “You 
know, we've had a lot of fistfights, but | 
never thought you'd pull a knife on , 
me!" 


Sign on a whorehouse door: “Out to Lunch. 
Beat It!" 


What would you call a lesbian who drives a 
delivery truck full of dildos? 
A “Dick van Dyke.” 


A HERO SANDWICH 


Batman runs into Superman 
and says, “Hey, Sup! What 
kind of day did you have?” 

Superman says, “| had a 
wild day. | was flying over 

Wonder Woman's apartment 

house, and | saw her sunning 

herself on the roof stark naked 

with her legs spread. So | flew 
down and gave her a shot.” 


What's the best way to make a 
pussy talk? 
Put a tongue in it. 


What's the difference between 
a bandleader and a 


gynecologist? 
A bandleader fucks his Batman says, “Man, she must 
singers. have been surprised!” 
superman says, “Nowhere 


near as surprised as the 
Invisible Man!” 


LICKS HER PROBLEM 


Two gynecologists meet at lunch. 
The first one says, “| had a patient 
this morning with a clit like a dill 
pickle.” 

The second one says, “That big 
or that green?” 
The first one says, “That sour!” 
(submitted by J. B., Imkerstratt, 
Holland) 


What do you get when you 
cross a vibrator with an 
anteater? 

An armadildo. 


Did you hear about the queer 
Indian? 
He was a brave sucker. 
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Its right out of James Bond! 


Telephone Voice Changer gives you a new, 


secure voice even you won’t recognize! 


Turn a knob, then call your mother. She won't think it’s you. This new 
West German-made Telephone Voice Changer doesn't muffle or filter your 
voice. It uses the latest digital signal processing technology to change the 
quality of your sound, the timbre and texture. It gives you, simply, a new 
voice. You select how masculine or feminine you want to sound. For 
added security, you can even add a large barking watchdog to the 
background at the touch of a button! 
Use the Voice Changer when you want to have the caller think someone 
else is answering your phone. Use it to get past stubborn secretaries who 
know your voice and won't put your through. Use it to combat prank 
callers and to elude pesky bill collectors, or for just plain 
fun! Requires one 9v battery (not incl.) Measures 
only 2x5x1". 


#HVC302 - Telephone Voice 
Changer $299.95 


It's like having X-Ray ears... 
The Bionic-Mike Transmitter 


It's only one inch by one inch. But Bionic-Mike will transmit every sound in a room to 
an FM radio tuned to the proper unused frequency up to 1,000 feet away! 

You're at your next-door neighbor's, and you can hear your baby cry, or know when 
your spouse comes home. Or you can communicate with another person if you're 
driving tandem in two cars. 

The Bionic-Mike has hundreds of uses. For a business conference, let the tiny microphone 
sit unobtrusively on a table or shelf, and record every word. Put an FM receiver in a ware- 
house or remote office in your business and “broadcast” instructions or orders to be filled. 

Public speakers never had a better friend than the Bionic-Mike. No wires or setup - just 
turn on one or more radios and your speech will come through with perfect fidelity. Put one 
on the front porch, and you'll hear the telephone ring inside. 

Each super-sensitive microphone comes in an easy-to-assemble kit. 

complete with rechargeable battery. Battery charger is FREE. High- 

frequency range of 1,000 feet may vary depending on environmental 
conditions. Order this miniature electronic marvel, with the miracle 
bionic power today. 


#HBM765 — Bionic-Mike — $149.95 Save more! Buy 2 - $139.95 ea. 


| For Faster Service Call 1-800 669-1812 


Fill and mail this order form to: 
Hitek Concepts, Inc , 325 10th St Lakewood, NJ 08701 


WARNING: This 
product is not intended 
for illegal eavesdropping. 


Beat the copyguard for clear videos! 


Now you can enjoy a Clear picture with pure color and clarity on all 
your rented videotapes. Copyguards are put onto the tapes to prevent 
you from copying them, but they also can darken colors, shift colors. 
add unwanted lines and flashing or jagged edges. Our new Video 
CopyMan RxXI! takes care of all the problems with state-of-the-art 
integrated circuitry that completely eliminates all copy protections and 
jamming signals. You get a crystal clear picture every time — without 


having to make any adjustments! The RXII is ultra compact: just 1 x Name 

3.5 x 5.5". It's completely automatic, and compatible with all VCRs alicaes 

and TVs. Just pop in a 9v battery (not incl.) and hook it up! WARN- 

ING: This product is intended for personal use only, and is not Ci State Zi 


intended for use in copying any prerecorded program material that 
may constitute copyright infringement. 


#HVC422 - Video CopyMan - $69.95 


STOCK NO. 
Bionic Mike 

/ HVC422 $69.95 | 
Voice Changer — $299.95] | 
Method of payment: 
(Sorry, no CODs.) 


LJ Visa UWAmex 
L}mc C)Check or M0 


Card # 


X 


Signature et Pars ee ee 


$149.95 
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| 30-Day Money-Back-Guarantee on all items! 


TO ORDER...MAIL DIRECTLY TO THE NAME AND ADDRESS OF THE ADVERTISERS SHOWN! 
ADVERTISERS: To find out how you can be included in future LEISURE EMPORIUM pages! Contact: SLG Inc., 800 Second Ave., N.Y.,N.¥.10017! Or call (212) 986-6642 


Private Encounters is a sophisticated adult dating 
service for singles and swinging couples. Beauti- 
ful exciting women are waiting to meet you! Call 
today for direct contacts in your area. Your ideal 


lover is only a phone call away! Call our office Now 
at 1-213-630-0813 (24hrs-7 Days). 


Make Your Fantasy a Reality. We will offer you 
direct contacts nationwide. Let us connect you 
with America's most beautiful women. IT'S TOLL 
FREE. CALL 1-800-289-MEET. 


A visual feast of the worlds most sensual women. 
Twenty of the hottest & most beautiful ladies 
engaged in as many full length sex scenes with 
the most dynamic erotic male stars. Featuring the 
voluptuous Angela Baron, Janette Littledove, 
Penthouse's Christy Canyon, Barbara Dare & the 
Erotic Sensation Tisa. For new customers only 
#SMP4 just $9.95 (reg. $26.95) refunded on next 
order. To order send ad with remittance plus $4 
P&H to: Video Sampler Dept. EWO P.O. Box 5460 
Chicago, IL. 60680-5460 Include Name & Ad- 
dress. Specify VHS or Beta. Must be 18 to order. 
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Sizzling centerfold CHRISTY CANYON is the ulti- 

mate fantasy girl of erotica. Christy can be yours in 

INSIDE CHRISTY CANYON. Jampacked with one 

jucy and sizzling sexcapade after another, this is 

one offer you can't afford to miss! Send $4.95 for 
| postage and handling to Adam & Eve PO Box 900 
| Dept. PH 188, Carrboro, NC 27510. 


Four explicit XXX rated adventures! Totally wild 
and dripping with excitement; OBSESSED stars 
Barbara Dare, Sheena Horne, Ronnie Dixon, Bar- 
bie Blake, Krista Lane and more! OBSESSED is 30 
minutes of XXX rated video sex in blazing color! 
We'll give it to you FREE!! Just send $4.95 for 
postage & handling and we'll rush Hs video to 
you along with our latest 1990 HOT SEX catalog 
filled with wicked delights. Send to Adam & Eve 
| PO Box 900 Dept. PH183 Carrboro, NC 27510. 


This is the Sex Hormone that INCREASES THE 
SIZE OF YOUR MUSCLES. It also gives you 
MORE STRENGTH, SELF CONFIDENCE and 
MASCULINITY. Now based on research from the 
U.S. Dept of Agriculture we have developed 
*BORONAL." Government Evidence shows it can 
stimulate Testosterone Production. Pro Bod 
Builders are using it instead of Steroids! W 
GUARANTEE RESULTS!! For a 50 day suppl 
send $30 to: Adonis Health, P.O. Box 1283-J, 
Lawrence, Kansas 66044-8236. To order with 
Visa/MC, Call 1-800-458-2503 (ask for ext. #10). 


Call the Adult Connections Hotline... It's Toll Free 


| 1-800-444-0809 


Visa/MC 24 Hours 


Send now and add your name to our list of valued 
customers and we'll send you Susie the most 
Seco bed partner any man could desire. She's 
5'2° tall with large breasts and silky pubic hair. 
She's made of soft durable flesh-like vinyl and is 
realistic in every detail with three cushiony pen- 
trable openings. Best of all she never has a 
headache and she never says no. Hurry send now 
and enjoy the world's most realistic playmate 
absolutely free. Send name, address and $3 cata- 
log & info to the Doll House Dept PH 090 Box 


35615 Los Angeles, Ca. 90035 


Hi I'm Velvet. Tired & Bored with the same old 
Adult Videos. Then see wild sex-hun REAL 
SWINGERS from 18-72 in the HOTTEST home- 
made AMATEUR XXX VIDEOS. See you neighbor 
in their own adult video. Over 288 videos with 
Gang Bangs, Lesbians, Oral Solo Girl action & 
MORE! Get a 2hr preview tape #260 for $39.95, 
see a 2hr. orgy #156 for $49.95, or my 90 min tape 
#181 is $39.95. Buy one or 2 & get a 3rd video 
Free. Call 1-800-526-8619 using MC/VISA& SAVE 
$10. For a free catalog write A&B, 955 West 
Lancaster Rd. STE 430, ORLANDO, FL 32809. 


Monday-Friday 9-5 WE 
Pacific Time Only GUARANTEE 


Or FAX Us Your Coupon And THAT YOU'LL 


Credit Card Account Number erottatal 


-826 24 hours a day, , 
: 15- J -7406 Seven days a week ORDER. 


ROMANTIOQUE LINGERIE 


A fine collection of intimate apparel 
to help you create those romantic 
moments. 64 color pages of 
exciting lingerie 


VIDEO CATALOG - Walch our 
beautiful models come to life to ; 
exciting music. VHS $24.95 § 


CUSTOM CREATIVE IMAGES 
Videos and color photographs ot 
California's best...full figure poses 
and exciting & sexy swimwear. Our 
giant catalog with three future issues 
Bis only $5.00 


Lingerie Video - A preview of our 
latest models in sensuous lingerie. 
1 hour VHS only : 


ADAM & EVE 
A collection of sizzling books, 
naughty lingerié, steamy videos 
and erotic toys. Send NOW tor 
color catalog and exclusive ae 
discount coupon, 3.00 
VIDEOMAIL 
The best in sophisticated erotic 
video. Dozens of full-length 
features in VHS and Beta. $2.00 & 


EXOTIC LINGERIE 
ADD to your own collection or sell for 
full-part time income. Finest, most 
extensive lingerie line worldwide 
Lowest wholesale prices, no min. * 
order. Confidential price lists, selling 
instructions (parties, etc.) and 60-p. 
glossy color live-modeled catalog. 
(7) Sizes S-M-L $10.00 
(8) Large Sizes 40-42-44  §10.00 


THE STAMFORD COLLECTION 


Sexy Lingerie. Adult Sex Toys. 
Adult Videos and much more. 
Privacy Guaranteed. Discreet 
Envelopes. Lowest prices, 20 years 
of service. Stamford Hygienic Corp. 


Catalog $3.00 


VOYAGES Discount Coupon Book 
has 40 BIG discount coupons up to 
60% off EVERYTHING in America’s | 
premier adult products catalog! 
Save MORE than the cost of the 
coupon book on your FIRST order of pes 
toys, vibes, creams, videos, books § 
and wicked delights. 

(10) Coupon Book/Free Cat.$25.00 Ze 
(11) Catalog Only $3.50 | 


10 
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DREAM DRESSER 
Fashion fetish fantasy clothing. The 
most elite catalog available to the 
erotic shopper. Lingerie of leather, 
rubber, skin-tight stretch patent, 

5" & 6° stiletto heel shoes and boots, 
open breast costumes, corsets, 
fabulous dresses. unique fashions 
unavailable anywhere. Catalog price 
refunded with 1st purchase. $10.00 


Order By Phone: 415-695-9785 (9-5 M-F Pac.Time Only) 
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y ADULT VIDEO CLASSICS 


thousands of additional movies 


Send to INTIMATE TREASURES, P.O. Box 77488, Dept. PH100190 , San Francisco, CA 94107. Check catalogs 
and/or products desired, include check, money order or credit card # for total, + $2.50 service/ handling charge. 


SEXY ADULT COMBO 
2 Sexy offers for the price of 1. 

VideoMail, packed with the hottest = 
new adult video titles at the bes! prices | 
in town. 50% discount coupon good 
on your first purchase! Private Lives, 
the newsletter for the sexually adven- 
turous. It's changing the private lives | 
of men and women across America. | 
2 GREAT offers 1 low price! $5.00 


Eacti = 

calalog oo <a 

product with ~ ASIA BLUE : : 
Discover the world of imported erotica 

abluesiarhas = SS Hundreds of sensuous videos from 

pledged to deliver by the Orient and the world. Asia Blue 


First Class mail within 4g 

hours of receiving your nameyaddress from our fulfillment 
service. This means that the catalog or product should be 
in YOUR mailbox in about 10 to 14 days fram mailing the 

coupon on this page...So hurry! 


is a photo-filled catalog which also 
includes hundreds of amateur adult 
videos from suburban America 
Fascinating overseas books, potions, 
lotions and toys. Privacy assured. 
$4.00 refunded with first order. $4.00 


THE XANDRIA COLLECTION 


SENSUAL AIDS: Buy mature adult 
products without embarassment 
and risk. Exclusive collection from 
around the world. Privacy * 
guaranteed. Highest quality, ™ 
reasonable prices. THE XANDRIA 
COLLECTION. Catalog price 
redeemable with order $4.00 


EVE'S GARDEN 
Our joyful, informative, enlightening 
catalog of quality vibrators, liberating 
books, and many other pleasurable 
things for women, will enhance your 
mind, body AND spirit! Created by 
women for women in 1974 to alfirm 
and celebrate the sexual Goddess * 
within. We guarantee contidence, 
and confidentiality. Catalog $3.00 


INDIGO RESOURCES 
Top centerfold models! Sexy 
flashdance fun. Fine art of Erotic 
Dance. Bikini & Wet T-shirt contests. 
Striptease & Pin-up modeling, The 
ultimate list of soft, tasteful T&A videos 
with over 100 titles. $3.00 refundable 
with first onder, (22) Catalog $3.00 
2 br. preview sampler VHS video with 
clips from 50+ titles. (23) Video $24.95 |_ 


BEN-WA CATALOG 
Exciting color catalog from Cosmopolitan 
House, with over 300 different adult products, 

sex toys/videos & more at reasonable prices. 
High quality & fast confidential service. $4.00 
credit on 1st order. Catalog $4.00 


special collectors editions & sizzling hot new releases, 
all prices below retail. Video Catalog only $3.00 | 


NIGHT CLASSICS 
Explore the most incredible 
selection and presentation of adurt 
vibes, toys, books, lotions, videos, 
condoms, and revealing lingerie. 
Buy in confidence from Night 
Classics - over 1,000,000 satisfied 
customers, Complete privacy and 
satisfaction guaranteed 

Next two issues 


EXCALIBUR FILMS 
Excalibur Film's full color 
catalog contains the world's 
largest selection of erotic r 
cartoons available on video, plus | 


for interest and taste. Save 
up to 84% over retail price! | 
$5.00 refund coupon with 

catalog. $3 


LEATHER FOR LOVERS 
The hottest collection of sexy leather 
accoutrements ever assembled 
Garter belts, bikinis, harnesses, * 
Straps, rings, restraints, clothing, 
slings...more than we dare mention! 
All hand-crafted in the finest leather 
available. A really unique collection 
for the sensual connoisseur, $3.50 
refund coupon with catalog. $3.50 


NIGHT TIME VIDEOS 
Offering a complete collection of 
sensual adull films. 11 ailferent 
categories - 75 different videos. 
Written in a sophisticated format 
that eis your phe 

ideal way for couples to pick | | 
choose just the right level of * | TIME | 
sensuality for an evening of | VIDEOS } 
video fun! Catalog 3.50 | 


PLONGE 
Leather. Most complete collection 
made from the finest leather available 
today. A stunning array of fashions 
and colors, including corsets, garter 

S belts, full and half-cup bras, thongs, 
leddys, bustiers, mini-skirts, G- 
strings, hallers and more unusual 
related items. Exquisite soft quality 
at affordable prices. Catalog $8.00 


MICHAEL SALEM'S 
Your fantasy is reality at Michael 
Salem's Enterprises. Sensuous 
lingerie, corsets, stiletto heeled 
shoes, stockings, breast prostheses 
and related items in reguiar to super 
large sizes. Plus information on 900 
# TV Chat Line and discreet TV 
Travel Service. Catalog price 
deductible from first order. $3.00 


Order By Phone: 475-695-9765 (9-5 M-F Pac. Time Only) | 


_1.$ 5.00|__4.$34.95|__7.$10.00)__10.$25.00)__13.$ 4.00)__ 16.$3.00|__ 19.$ 5.00|__22.$ 3.00 i 
__2.$24.95)__5.$ 3.00)__8.$10.00)_ 11.3 3.50)_ 14.5 4.00) 17.$3.50 __ 20.$ 4.00)__23.324.95 
_ 3.6 5.00'__6.$ 2.00|__9.8 3.00|__ 12.$10.00)__15.$ 3.00/__18.$3.00)_ 21.$3.00)__ 24. 3.00 


| lest Nanette St fe “ies Si Martek tty. 


Last Name | | | | | | | | | | | _J _J saan — 


Widens! [eel Tot Se ea ae Total cost of items ordered 3 : 
p ; Service & handling charge ; $2.50 | 
LI ise ee te TOTAL ENCLOSED 


cash Lal Check laa Money igh Credit eetoel 
ay *L | | Zip Code | | | | | | SS. and Canadian orders welcome. (U.S. funds only, i 


er ) . Sorry, no orders outsidé U.S. and Canada, ) 
min. - phone number required on allcredi card orders Make check or money order payable to i 
Credit Card: Visa _] MasterCard J] Exp. — te Intimate Treasures. Allow 4-6 wks for delivery. i 
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THE SAFE SENSUAL FULFILLMENT OF YOUR SEXUAL FANTASIES 
INTIMATE, DISCREET AND. UNINHIBITED FOR DISCRIMINATING ADULTS 


"RIDE ME, BABY" 
CALLROBIN 


LET'S PARTY LIVE 
OUR HOT & NASTY GIRLS 
WANT YOU TO CALL NOW! 


1-800-765-SEXX 


98¢ PER 1/2? MIN. BILLED TO Oat a 5 = 
COMM INC. U MUST B 18 


WON'T YOU JOIN ME¢ 
I'M WAITING FOR YOU... 


 1-800-678-FOXX 


MC/VISA OPEN 24 HOURS 
EXTRA CONFIDENTIAL 


305-963-3022 


AE/V/MC DIRECT CALLS 24 HRS 


| LOVE BEING WILD & 

NAUGHTY CALL ME FOR AN 
EXPLODING HOT TALK SESSION. 
BLONDIE 


305-983-4699 


AE/V/MC DIRECT CALL BACKS 24 HRS. 


"LET ME BE THE 
SECRET IN YOUR LIFE." 
I'M HOTT 


1-800-666-HOTT 


MC/V (AX) Nees 124 HOURS BACKS 


HOT & NASTY 
CALL SYDNEY 


1-800-365-5432 
1-800-365-6344 


MC/V/AE DIRECT CALL BACKS 24 HRS, _ 


_ OPEN 


FREE PHONE SEX 


OUR GIRLS ARE FAST, EASY & FUN! 


WET & WILD LOW RATES TOO! 
1-800-999-GIRL| =“ pn setesiches 
1-800-669-LOLA | 1-415-567-6969 | '-901-458-6593 


V/MC/ AE 24 HOURS 


BILLED AS CO-ED. 99¢ 1/2 MIN. V/MC. P.O. BOX 22705, MEMPHIS, TN. 38122 
MUST BE 18 ( 


AE/MC/V/24 HOURS 


Reg. $79.95 Now only $39.95 Save 
50%! Rated 5 Stars Volcanic! The leg- 
endary talents of adult film director Alex 
deRenzy are now captured forever in 
the video medium with an award win- 
ning cast. Porche Lynn, Nina Hartley, 
Tracey Adams and SHARON KANE 
explode in a frenzy of nymphomania- 
cal passion. 


Reg. $79.95 Now Only $39.95 Save 
90%! Nominated for Best Picture and 
one of the Highest Rated X-Rated Vid- 
eos of 1989 at 4 Stars and Volcanic! Tori 
Welles, VICTORIA PARIS, Debbie Dia- 
mond, and Pamela Rose lead a lewd, 
crude and nasty crew of carnal enthusi- 
asts. Non-stop, wall-to-wall, sexplosive 
action from the new master of erotica, 
John Leslie. Destined to be a Classic! 


Reg. $79.95 Now Only $39.95 Save 
50%! The Highest Rated Video of 1988 
at 5 Stars and Volcanic! Lois Ayres, 
Keisha, Bionca and John Leslie. Plot, 
acting, character development andter- 
rific sex keep you interested every min- 
ute! Description by PORCHE LYNN. 


Reg. $79.95 Now Only $39.95 
Save 50%! “Film Of The Year!”’ 
XRCO/AM.N. “Highest Rating” 
Adam Film World. John Leslie's 
classic study of a woman's car- 
nal passions is told with the help 
of a star-studded cast featuring 
Lauryl Canyon, Megan Leigh, 
and Peter North in a roundelay 
of erotically charged sex. 
Description by HYAPATIA LEE. 


WITH THE 
PURCHASE OF 
ANY 2 FILMS THE 
1990 DIRECTORY 
OF ADULT FILMS. 
OR INSIDE THE 
PURCHASE THE [igiwaa 
228 PAGE ADULT et 
DIRECTORY 

SEPARATELY FOR 
ONLY $6.95 


Best Film of the Year! Only $39.95! Rated 5 Stars and Volcanic! Tori Welles, 
PORCHE LYNN, Jamie Summers and Victoria Paris. It will dazzle, arouse 
and intoxicate your deepest desires! 


and enter the desired extention #to hear a description of 
the film by the star whose name appearsin bold. Must be 
18 or older. $1.00 per minute. Call anytime. 


Write or call to place an order. 1-800-777-0075 1-612-927-7484 
Video Age, Inc., 4828 Park Glen Road, Suite 113, Mpls., MN 55416 
Include $4.00 shipping and handling per shipment. 


Name_ 


Address 
City St_ Zip = ae 
Phone_(_ 2 a a ee — 
Credit Card #__ Exp. Dt_ 


OUAX OVisa OMC OF Diners Club 
Enclosed () Cash O Check 


TITLE. 


C) Carte Blanche 
C1) Money Order 


C) Discover 


Subtotal 

MN residents add 6% sales tax 
Shipping and handling 4.00 
TOTAL 


VHS ONLY 


(FOREIGN ORDERS ADD $30.00 NTSC ONLY) 


TTLICRT nay 
Ti GET tT - 


Reg. $79.95 Now Only $39.95 Save 
50%! 5 Stars! Volcanic!! And voted 
best Film of the Year by Adam Film 
World. This big budget, 35mm adult 
motion picture features a social climb- 
ing slut (Eva Allen) who seduces her 
way tothe top of an industrial empire. 
With a stellar cast including Megan 
Leigh, Annette Haven, NINA HART- 
LEY, John Leslie and non-stop pistol- 
hot sex shot by Alex deRenzy. One of 
the Best Adult Films of the decade! 
Destined to be a Classic. 


s ie a = ow 3a 
j Sa 
4% a2 


EXT. 
113 


Reg. $79.95 Now Only $39.95 Save 
90%! Rated 4 Stars and Volcanic! John 
Leslie's sexy study of strip clubs, detec- 
tives and the young and horny crowd. 
Stars CHER! TAYLOR and many more 
in anon-stop sexathon. 


Only $39.95! Rated 5 Stars and Volcanic! 
Keisha, Tracey Adams, VICTORIA 
PARIS, Lynn Lemay and Rachel Ryan. 
“Peaches” leaves home on aquest for 
Spiritual enlightenment. What she finds 
is definitely enlightening. The best yet 
from Alex deRenzy. 


the french 


side of Life 


el ‘ the Tr cigarette tolling papers. 
‘lable i 1/2, double, 1.0, lights and ultra lights. 


tS, CONADENTIAL 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 140 


PROSTITUTES’ COLD WAR 

Don't ask members of West Germany's 
oldest profession to support reunifica- 
tion with the East. East German pros- 
titutes are flooding through the border 
and using two fail-safe tricks to steal 
business from their West German sis- 
ters: They discount prices—$20 for the 
works, versus $200 for a high-class 
West Berlin call gir_—and they don't 
make their jonns wear condoms. 

West German police aren't rushing 
to book the interlopers. Prostitution, ex- 
plains West German government 
spokeswoman Laura Kohler, is largely 
legal in her nation, prohibited only in 
certain neighborhoods, such as those 
bordering churches and schools. 
“Many cities have entire apartment 
houses legally devoted to prostitution,’ 
says Kohler. “One such house, in Ham- 
burg, has a day-care center for the 
womens children. We view prostitution 
as a private enterprise from which to 
make tax revenue.” 

Soviet authorities may be driven to 
embrace a similar bottom-line attitude. 
reports Jack Wheeler—a professional 
adventurer and sometime Ronald Rea- 
gan mentor who is nicknamed “the In- 
diana Jones of the Right.” Wheeler, who 
once shot a tiger nicknamed “the Man- 
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Eater of Dalat,’ now works for a con- 
servative group called the Inter-Amer- 
ican Security Educational Institute es- 
corting businessmen on networking 
sorties into Eastern Europe. In Kiev he 
was surprised to find the city seem- 
ingly crawling with prostitutes—until, 
that is, he discovered that a newspa- 
per had just carried an article de- 
nouncing prostitution as ‘an example 
of decadent capitalism” that enabled 
girls to earn up to $50 a night. “In Kiev, 
that's far more than the average sal- 
ary, Wheeler says, “so every good- 
looking girl is now trying to figure out 
how to become a hooker. 

The profession is illegal in the Soviet 
Union, but a government spokesman 
says the aspiring capitalists have little 
to fear. ‘A lady who is put on trial can 
plead that she was just having a love 
affair, the spokesman says. “Ihis is a 
very difficult law to enforce.” 


OVERT ACTION 
Pledged to a high-minded “affirmative 
employment program for minorities and 
women,’ the Central Intelligence 
Agency posted at least two suppos- 
edly undercover operatives to hot spots 
where their color and gender made 
them ‘stick out like a sore thumb, ac- 
cording to a top intelligence veteran. 
In line with its policy of providing 
equal opportunity regardless of “age, 


color, mental or physical handicap [our 
italics], national origin, race, religion, or 
sex, the agency assigned a female spy 
to an Arab country that believes a 
womans place is in the harem. 

“We were under pressure to promote 
this lady,” recalls our source, who vainly 
fought the decision, 

“She is a very able lady, but agents 
are supposed to blend In with the sce- 
nery, not stand out so much that they 
attract attention.” 

Then there's the case of another very 
capable agent, who happens to be 
black. His “equal opportunity” con- 
sisted of a posting to Vienna, a city 
whose minority population runs to 
maybe 60—including African diplo- 
mats, according to an Austrian govern- 
ment spokesman. 

‘A black agent can't be optimally ef- 
fective in those circumstances,’ con- 
tends our source. “By putting people 
into jobs for which they are not suited 
in order to get up its equal-employ- 
ment-opportunity quotas, the agency 
isn't only causing personal trauma. 
When these people find themselves 
unable to perform, this intensifies other 
people's old prejudices,’ 

C.1.A. spokesman Mark Mansfield 
counters that such talk is “racist. We 
werent aware that women constitute a 
race, but who are we fo argue with the 


Company ?Ot+—»_ 


THE SAFE SENSUAL FULFILLMENT OF YOUR SEXUAL FANTASIES 


INTIMATE, DISCREET NS TUES, DISCRIMINATING ADULTS 


AMERICA'S HOTTEST TALK DIRTY TO ME | HOT & WILD! 
PARTY LINE, CALL NOW... 8 | GET HORNEY THAT WAY! | LOVE TO TALK DIRTY 
CALL ANYTIME 24 HOURS e ALL ME 


1-800-283-4FUN | 1-800-695-DAWN | VICKI 
1-800-877-LOVE | 1-800-866-JUDY | 305.963.3144 


a, 95¢ PER 1/2 MINUTE-24 HOURS 51.95 PER MIN, BILLED TO V/MC AS: 
LLED ON MC/V AS SYSTEM 800 | NEW ADVENT/RMI. MUST BE 21 V/MC/AE DIRECT CALL-BACKS 24 HRS 


THE ACTION'S OUTRAGEOUS HOTTEST IVE PARTYLINE WILD WET Fy READY 
or ctinebaarvine | cSneettnce Contes 
| LIVE PARTY LI “ie 

| 1-800-666-ORGY PRIVATE AND WILD! 1(800) 444-WiLD 
1-800-955-KINK | 1-800-477-GIGI |1(800) 999-2866 


ine sO YOUN UST RE 18 { BILLED DISCREETIY TOMC/V AS TELESTAR 800! MUST BE 18 


HOT LIVE GIRLS "BABY, I'M GOING TO | WAN'T TO BE YOUR 


DRIVE YOU CRAZY!" "FANTASY" 
CALLTONI CALL JODI-24 HOURS 


1-800-583-4SIN 
1-800-869-MONA| 212-840-5533 | 1-800-876-5634 


| | $1.95 PER MIN, BILLED DISCREETLY 
99¢ PER 1/2 MINUTE VISA/MC AE/V//MC DIRECT CALL-BACKS 24 HRS TO VISA/MC AS M,D-H, MUST BE OVER 18 


Sexual 
Aids: 


How to order them 
without embarrassment. 


How to use them 
without disappointment. 


If you've been reluctant to purchase sexual 
aids through the mail, the Xandria Collection 
would like to offer you two things that may 
change your mind: 


1. A guarantee 
2. Another guarantee 


First, we guarantee your privacy. Should 
|} you decide to order our catalogue or prod- 
ucts, your transaction will be held in the 
strictest confidence. 

Your name will never (never) be sold or 
given to any other company. No unwanted, 
embarrassing mailings. And everything we 
ship to you is plainly packaged, securely 
wrapped, without the slightest indication of 
its contents on the outside. 

Second, we guarantee your satisfaction. 
Everything offered in the Xandria Collection 
is the result of extensive research and real- 
| life testing. We are so certain that the risk of 
disappointment has been eliminated from 
| our products, that we can actually guarantee 
| your satisfaction — or your money promplly, 
| unquestioningly refunded. 


What is the Xandria Collection? 

It is a very, very special collection of sexual 
aids. It includes the finest and most effective 
products available from around the world. 
Products that can open new doors to pleasure 
(perhaps many you never knew existed!) 

Our products range from the simple to the 
delightfully complex. They are designed for 
both the timid and the bold. For anyone 
who's ever wished there could be something 
| more to their sexual pleasure. 

If youre prepared to intensify your own 
pleasure, then by all means send for the 
Xandria Collection Gold Edition catalogue. 
It is priced at just four dollars which is 
applied in full to your first order. 

Write today. You have absolutely nothing 
| to lose. And an entirely new world of 
enjoyment to gain. 


The Xandria Collection, Dept. P1090 
P.O. Box 31039, San Francisco, CA 94131 


Please send me, by first class mail, my copy of the 
Sandria Collection Gold Edition catalogue. Enclosed is 
my check or money order for four dollars which will be 
applied towards my first purchase. ($4 ULS., $5 CAN., 
£3 U.K.) 


I 
! 

I 

! 

I 

I 

i Name _ 

! 

1 Address 

J 

City 

7: 
State _ Zip 
| Tam an adult over 21 years of age: 
I 

I 

I 

I 

] 


(signature required) 


Xandria, 874 Dubuque Ave., South San Francisco 94080. 
Void where prohibited by law. 
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“I'm Roxanne. Call me 
now for the hottest phone 
sex around! My girls and I 
are anxious to please you.’ 
*KINKY ENCOUNTERS 
*ORAL SEX 
*THREESOMES 


~ ae 
669-ROXY 
i 6 9 9 


NEW! Try Roxy's LIVE 


You won't believe 
your ears! 


-800 
678-ROXY 
7 6 9 9 


*$2.25 The first minute and 95¢ 
each additional minute. 
*Live Line $1.49 per minute 


Line! 


Billed discreet [ vy fo VISA or MC | 


* Have your VISA or MC # ready 
to enter by touchtone phone. 
MUST BE 18 


YEARS OF 


AGE OR OLDER 


For Info call SLG (212) 986-6642 


Free Photo's. Latins Box 1716-P, Chula Vista, 
CA 92012 or call 24hrs (619) 425-1867. 


Cat Fighting, Bi-Sexuality, Big Boobs, Naked 
Wrestling. Send $1.00 plus S.A.S.E. for catalog 
to S.V., P.O. Box 2090, Temecula, CA 92390 


Exotic Seamless Latex Fashions will bring out 
the real you! New T.V Cat., Adult Fashion Cat., 
Adult Toy Cat. $10 ea or 3 for $24.95. Unique 
Quality Prod., 2170 Bdwy, Dept. P-100, STE 
3307, N.Y. N.Y. 10024 or call (212) 580-4335. 


Knows how to get you off. Send $20 for XXX 
cassette to Lauren, 4401A Conn. Ave. NW #344 
Wash., DC 20008. 


Chicago Area Only! 2PM-4AM (6 Days) (708) 
758-8111, House Calls, Your location, Ladies 


apply. 


Sexy Ladies pay you for your Special Services 
FUN & CASH Details $1.00 Special 
Services, P.O. Box 100046, PH1090 Fort 
Lauderdale, FL 33310. 


Now you can be great in bed! The Better Sex 
Video offers you 90 minutes of Breathtaking 
Erotic Scenes of Explicit Sexual Techniques & 
Practices! Send $39.95 + $3 (P&H) to: Better 
Sex Video, STE 309, 6555 N.W. 9th Ave, Ft. 
Laud. FLA 33309 or call 1-800-866-1000 (MON- 
SAT) 94M-8PM EST. V/MC 


Michael Salem Boutique has all new videos to 
transform you into a woman of the 90's-—6 
videos in all! Hair (Wigs)-Fashion Show- 
Transformation-Powder & Paint-Dressing to 
Thrill-& Taking It Off (Hair Removal). Videos are 
$89.99 ea. or all 6 for $499.99. Order our all 
new T.V. catalog for $3 Send to Michael Salem 
Ent., Inc. P.O. Box 1781 Dept. 100, N.Y. N.Y. 
10150 (N.Y. Res. Add Sales Tax-Shipped 
Discreetly), V/MC/AMEX or call (212) 371-6877 
or (212) 986-1777-8. 


Loaded with XXX videos, magazines, vibrators, 
lubes and more! Send Name & Address to: 
Adam & Eve, P.O. Box 900, Dept. PH 184 
Carrboro, N.C. 27510. 


Get your FREE vibrator plus our NEW 1990 sex 
catalog. Send $1 (P&H) to: Adam & Ewe PO 
Box 900 Dept. PH185 Carrboro, N.C. 27510 


of Sexual Positions over 170 pgs, more than 50 
explicit photos. Send $2 (P&H) To: Adam & Eve, 
P,.O.Box 900 Dept. PH186, Carrboro, N.C. 27510 


Stars Barbara Dare, Ginger Lynn, and Angel 
Kelly for your viewing pleasure! Send $4.95 
(P&H) and we'll rush your FREE half hour video. 
Video Mail P.O. Box 1550 Dept. VPH-183, 
Madison Square Station N.Y. N.Y. 10159 


130 pg catalog. Photos, 1800 Videos. Couples, 
Lesbian Striptease & More! Send $5.00 to: 
Studio One, Box 599-PN Holbrook, N.Y. 
11741 or call 1-800-222-0140 


This newly produced video will show you how, 
and totally mesmerize you with it's sizzling 
erotic scenes. Produced in explicit detail by 
leading MD. Send $1 for brochure or $29.95 + 
S3 (P&H) For VHS Tape to: Pathway Pro- 
ductions, 800 Second Ave., N.Y. N.Y. 10017 


L] BUSTING OUT 

[] ORAL NYMPHS 
[ANAL BABES 
[SUCK SLUTS 

[] GROUP JERK 

L) EXPLODING SEX 
ANAL ALLEY 

[J BACKSIDE BALLING 
CL) RECTUM WRECKERS 
L] HARLEM HONEYS 
|] X-RATED RUMPS 

_] DARK MEAT 

-) KINGSIZE BOOBS 

LI SHAVED & SEXY 

|] PLUGGED UP 

_] WELL HUNG STUDS 
_) TINGUNG TUSHES 

_] TITANIC TITS 

_] GUSHING GONADS 


L) KING SIZE 

C) SUPER HEAD 

C) SPREAD PLISSY 
C] CREAMY OREO 
C) BLACK/WHITE TITS 
CJ IN THE REAR 
C) LUST TRIANGLE 
L169 ACTION 

_) PUSSY DIVE 

[1] 3.AT ONCE 

[] EAT MY PUSSY 
] GAZONGAS 
LIUCK MY HOLE 


(1 BUTTIN IN 

C] BLACK LE? 

) PINK PUSSIES 

L} SHOOT YOUR STUFF 
L] HORNY SLUTS 

[] CUMAXING CUM 


Each one hour tape is jammed full of the hottest & hardest 
sex imaginable! Choose fram 212 of the most explicit 
videos ever filmed and theyre yours for this unheard of 
price. Wee convinced that when FOU See OU Great 
products & prices you'll order again & again. 60 minute 
Cassemes Packaged in ther own boxes direct from the 
factory to you! 


We guarantee these videos to be brand new—no 
rentals, rejects or flaccid old films. 


[] DEEPER THROAT 

CJ UCKING LE? 

C] RATTERING RAM 

_] DEEPER! DEEPER! 

|] SALAMI SUCK OFF 
] SWEET CHEEKS 

[) TIGHT TWATS 

LICLT LICK 

CJ ALL THE VAY IN 

WET LIPS 

[)HOT & PINK 

|_| CHEERLEADERS 

LJ MAKE ME CUM 

_].ASS ATTACK 

CL] ENDLESS LOADS 

LJ ROUND POUND 

L) BUTT SLAMMERS 

|} CUM BATH 

[1 SIZZLING TONGUE 

CJ ADULT FUN 

L) NITE DEPOSITS 

-) THROBBIN TWATS 

C] MILK MAIDS 

[] MASSIVE MANHOOD 

[] STROKERS WILD 

LJ) RAMRODDERS 

LC] HORNY HOUSEWIVES 

CL] MAMMOTH MOUNDS 

JUICY PANTIES 

CI) PANTY CHEWS 

LF) HOTEL HOOKERS 

L) OPEN & WILLING 


y 7 
_IJTICKLE YOUR FANCY 
LIS 50 BIG 
_]) HEAD HUNGER 
SIT ON IT 
JHOT CLITS 
CUM ALL OVER 
LJ wih JERK OFF 
CITS My TURN 
L) CUM CRAZY 
|_|) LEARIANG LOIN 
|) HARD & READY 
CL] CHUNKY CHICKS 
| BLONDE SEX 
}SPURTS OF LOVE 
[1.455 DRIL 
JHOT BODS 
| RUMP ROMP 
[] SEX STROKES 
JUGGUNG JUGGS 


L] HARD & HORNY 

C1 JERKING LOADS 

C1 SHE LOWES IT HARD 
(] NAKED NYMPHS 

LI SUCK CHICKS 

(] DEEP INSIDE 
LIKINKY COEDS 

L] TWAT EATER 

LI LUSTING LOINS 

LI SCREW My TITS 

L) FILL HER UP 

L_) SILICON BCKOBS 

CL) BLONDE SANDWICH 


+ 
L_] TROPICAL TREAT 
| BALL BLOWOUT 
|_| SPREAD IT WIDE 
|_| HOT PUSSY 
|_| VIXENS IN HEAT 
L_] THREE WAY SCREW 


EACH IN QUANTITY 


Wwe ve assemble the wildest collection of hot 
XXX full length, all Bi-Sexual videos and are 
making them available for a limited time at low 


[FINK TUNNEL 
[ ] GROUP GROPE C) HOT TWATS 

_] POONFEST L] BLACK BUSTERS 

(7 BEACH BLANKET BANG] WOME BROOM 

CI TAKE IT ALL LI TICKLING TONGUES 
_|] RAMIMED REAMS LI TWIN LICKING 

_] FINGER FANTASY LJ TONGUE PROBES 
(] PETER EATERS CT) ANAL ADVENTURES 
] LIP SERVICE [1] HOT FLESH 

|_| TRIPLE SEX PLAY |] SCREW ‘EM ALI 
LIFOUNTAINS OF LOVE [I BUTT PLUG 

LL) CHOCOLATE PUDDING (7 SUCK SLITS 
DIKNOBS & KNOCKERS (C] LOVE ERECTIONS 
L] SAUNA SEX LL) DOWN MY THROAT 
C] CLIT TICKLER C] BUN LOVERS 

I SEX SANDWICH |] FINGER FUN 

C) CUM BATH CJ CUNT CUMMIN 

_] BUSH WHACKER L]) GREASED HOLES 
LIKING DONG [] PETER PUSH 

_] PUMPING SEX ”] PUSSY GROPE 
_]1GANG BANG 


1] SHAVED CHICKS 
_) GETTING OFF 
[HARD BOFF 
THAR SHE BLOWS 
LI WELCOME WAGON 
LI BEN WAH BALLS 

] REAR ENTRY 
3-SOME 


1 SPERM BANK 
|] SEX STARVED 
LJ FACE ACTION 
LJ SUCKFEST 
CI WET HUMP 
C1) BiG BLACK LOADS 
(C1 BALL BUST 
C) BiG TIT BLOW 
LJ HOT HOLES 
LI) SPURTING LOADS 
—_] SIT ON MY BICK 
J BLACK HEAD 
JUOQUID LFS 
| SUCK Ay BOOBS 
L] SNATCH SUCK 
[) BLACK CUM 
_] PUSSY PLEASURE 
(] FREAKY FOURSOME 
[1 COCK CRAVERS 
[] SHOOT IT ALL 
LINO HOLES BARRED 


INtoOduec tory prices. If youTe a connoisseur 
special treat, then we know that after you have 
taken advantages of this tremendous buy, you'll 
oOfder again and again from our huge library of 
tapes. Each 30 minutes tape is just loaded with 
the uncensored action you've always wanted 
[Oo $e¢€ 

GUARANTEE: These arent fuzzy, old tapes or 
returned rentals; we offer brand new, factory 
fresh copies from recently released, high quality 
masters. Don't be fooled by imitations..| 


C) NIPPLE TWEAK WET SHOTS 
L | PORNO OUEENS 
LJ TEASE ME 
L_} PUSSY PALS 
_) OIUBLE HEADER 
| | DEEP-N-HARD L 
_] SUCK MY BALLS L 
_JOUNT TO CUNT | 
[ | SOAK MY¥ TITS _) BACKSIDE BABES 
| SEX PACK [] FEEL ME UP 
[] BL-BI LOVE CL] DOWN MY POLE 
| 
| 
| 


[CLAM DIP | LESBOFEST 
| SUCKATHON 

|) ROUGH RIDERS 

|_| REAMED MEAT 
| PUMPING JIM 
BACKDOOR AFFAIR 
]|BOTH HOLES 

_] BEND OVER 

[_) RIDE ME 

| JEAT ME 


] VOLCANIC LOADS 
] FEEL THE HEAT 
|) TS3L5 OF THE TRADE 
|) TAKE MY LOAD 
[) BLACK STUDS 
CL] LOVE SHOWERS 
|) RIM JOBS 
(_] TRIPLE PLAYS 
[) BIG TITS 


| 
| 
| 


| Sex-a-rama 

LC) Bi-Bi Luv 

_) Up For Grabs 

_] Undressed For Sex 
L] Any Way | Can 
) Bi-Ways 

LJ Switch Hitters 

L] Passion Plays 

_] Pleasure Seekers 
L] Endless Orgies 
L_] 3-Way Cum 
LJAC / DC 

L] Lust A Swinging 


L) Against All Bad's 
L] Menage a Trois 
[_] Suck Sessions 
|_| Insatiable Ladies 
LJ Nuts To Sluts 
LJ Swingtime 
| Hot to Twat 
[_] Both Sides Now 
(_] Bi-Sexual Lust 
_] Two Into One 
_] Sexcitable Boys 
_}) Really Screwed 
L) Screwing Around 
[)Cumming Of Age —__) Bi-Butt Slammers 
C) Butts Up (_] Bi-Bi Birdies 

ALL MODELS ARE 18 YRS OR OLDER. 


LI ANY IO FOR $12 
L) ANY 24 FOR 518 
L) ANY 57 FOR $26 
| 


C lO VIDEOS ADD $2 
LJ) #4 VIDEOS ADD $3 
L]5? VIDEOS ADD $4 
LAN 11S FOR $22 _] 115 VIDEOS ADD 55 
|) ALL 212 ONLY $40 _] 212 VIDEOS ADD 56 
USE ENTIRE AD TO ORDER 
Send To; The video Editons Dept Ewo NAME 
PO. Box 14007 Aenilhville, (A hel] 


rush Name Indicated, ! enclose § plus PH 
LICASH LICHECK (LJ MONEY ORDER 
AS payment in full. Canadians remit in US funeds Only City : 
No foreign COD’s. [1 COD. | enciose $8 extra, plus P/H 
_ Please Specify format: LCL) BETA (J VHS 
[lam over 19 years old and request this material 
LJ ADD $2 for Insurance and First Class Handling 


AddriApt. # 


Postage & Handling 
L} 1 to 10 videos $3 
L} 20 videos $4 

|) 30 videos $5 


L] Any one for $7 
] Any ten for $14 
_) Any twenty for $20 
L) All thirty for $22.50 


SS 
B-clate/Sign 


Send entire 
ad and 
renmttance to 


PARTY VIDEO Dept. EWO 
PO Box 370 New Buffalo, MI 4911740370 
Rush the items indicated, | enclose 
$ including P&H 
[) Cash (1) Check (J Money order 
[)COD add $8 
Canadian remit in US funds No foreign COD's 
Please specify L)VHS LJ BETA 


21. Slanted Slits 
/2.Warm Wet Women 
24. Brink of Pink 


5. Gash Gobble 

6. Sappho Erotica 

7? Cum Drenched 

8. Tits & Clits 

9. Twin Beaver Boff 
10. Cum Together 

I]. Butch Bitch 

12. Gadgets & Girls 
13. Nipples to Nookie 
14. Hard Body Honeys 
15. Crazed Women 
16. Muff Buff 

17 Tongue Tease 

18. Pussy Poke 

19. Secret Sorority 
20, Lez Licks 


26. Pink Targets 

2? Girls In Heat 

23. Sweetest Taboo 
#4. Strap ItOn /9. Double Pleasures 
25. Cunt Happy 30. Frisky Fillies 


If you're turned on by gorgeous women 
engaged in steamy lesbian uncensored sex, 
then youll love this high quality video collection 
specially created for our clientele. 10 videos $7 
20 videos $12, 30 videos $14.70. Indicated your 
preference Blondes, Hot Tonques, Sex Toys or 
big Breasts. To order send your remittance plus 
53 P&H to 

Femme Follies DeptEwo PO. Box 5460, Chicago 
|. 60680-5460. Specify VHS or Beta. Must be 18 
to order. 


Name 
Address 
City 


State/Zip 
lam over 18 years old and request this material 


j 
' 


] - 
ia 


1. Tickled Pink 3. Coed Confessions 


2.FeelMe Up 4. Lez Be Friends Signature age B-date 


Did you hear about 
the kid who took 
on Bozo the Clown? 
We swear it's 
true. We know 
someone whose 
close friend saw it 
happen. But 

maybe you know a 
better story.... 


By Gerard 
Van der Leun 


We've all heard them. 
The bloody hook 
hanging from the door 
as the car speeds 
away from the dark 
parking place on 
Lover's Lane. The 
burglar’s fingers 
pulled from the throat 
of the choking Dober- 
man. The poodle 
that’s served to tts 
owner on a platter in 
a Chinese restaurant. 
And hundreds of 
others, all true: “| 
swear it. It happened 
to a friend of a friend 
of mine! Honest!” 
They are the stories 
that reflect the 
strangeness of 
modern life in 


the ‘burbs and the 
cities—the urban 
legends. No one 
knows how they get 
started, but once 
they do they nave a 
life of their own. Try to 
track them down to 
the person they 
happened to and you 
had better pack a 
lunch, because you 
will always be talking 
about a “foaf" (friend 
of a friend). You will 
rarely find a person to 
whom one of these 
stories actually 
happened. The man 
who has done the 
most to catalog these 
ripping tales is Jan 
Brunvand. Brunvand's 
ground-breaking 
books such as Curses! 
Broiled Again!, The 
Mexican Pet, and The 
Vanishing Hitchhiker 
have recorded these 
myths for future 
generations to 
enjoy and extrap- 
olate. We at Pent- 
house have even 
featured some of 
these modern folktales 
in “Games’ columns 
of recent years. 

One good myth 
deserves another, and 
we are now hunting 
for the ultimate 
legend—the urban 
legend for the nineties. 
We're also interested 
in passing the best 
of the best along 
to you via Our special 


900 number. When 
you call the “Legend 
Line,” you can listen 

to your choice of 

the weirdest “Tall but 
True Tales’ now 
being told. You'll also 
have a chance to 
record your own. Just 
dial (900) 346-3333. 
The charge is $2.00 
for the first minute 
and $1.00 for each 
additional minute. The 
storyteller with the 
best urban legend that 
we receive before 
December 1, 1990, 
wins a free years 
subscription to 
Penthouse, By the 
way, did you know that 
in the restrooms of 
some malls there are 
people who kidnap 
children and sell 
them? It’s true. It 
happened to a friend 
of a friend of mine. 

Other popular urban 
legends are: 

If you gaze into an 
electric welding arc 
wearing contact 
lenses, the micro- 
waves will dry up the 
water between your 
corneas and the 
contacts. When you 
take the contacts out, 
you rip off the 
corneas, too. 

Feeding Alka- 
seltzer to sea gulls 
makes them explode. 

A male rock star 
passes out onstage 
and is taken to a 


hospital. When his 
stomach is pumped, 
pints of semen are 
recovered. 

A woman visiting 
Mexico takes a little 
dog that she finds on 
the street back to 
the United States and 
keeps it as a pet. 
When she takes it to 
her vet, he informs 
her that it’s really 
a Mexican sewer rat. 

Our personal favor- 
ite really happened. 
(Honest! We know 
somebody whose 
close friend saw it.) 
The way we heard it, 
it went like this: 

A kid on the “Bozo 
the Clown” show 
was trying to flip a 
spoon into a glass in 
order to win the 
treasure chest of toys. 
He constantly misses, 
and when the 
background music 
ends and he still 
hasn't gotten the 
spoon in the glass, 
he exclaims, “Shit!” 

Bozo shakes his 
finger at the boy, 
saying, “That's a Bozo 
no-no!” To which 
the kid replies, “Cram 
it, clown!” 

And, of course, 
Paul is dead. His last 
tour Is all the proof 
you need. 

Give us a Call, 
listen to the legends, 
and record one of 


your own.Ot—_ 
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Sex Games and oy: 


by Americas best-selling sex education 
video series. 


“Sex is fun,” says leading sexologist, 
Dr. Fred Shotz, as he guides you through 
the most breathtakingly sensual scenes 
of the most explicit sexual practices ever 
shown on video. Trained at Masters & 
Johnson Institute, Dr. Shotz helps you 
develop sexual techniques and variety 
beyond your wildest dreams. 

Volume 2, Advanced Sexual Techniques. 
Specific techniques of good intercourse, 
oral sex (fellatio and cunnilingus), 
anal stimulation, specifics on manual- 
genital stimulation — these and more 
are covered in explicit visual detail. 
Beautifully photographed, here is a 


FOR FASTEST SERVICE WITH 
CREDIT CARD ORDERS, PHONE 


Account Number ! 
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1-800-866-1000. 


work of art that can bring new levels of 
ecstasy to you and your partner. 

Volume 3, Sex Games and Toys. Learn 
the importance of including sex toys to 
bring newness and freshness to your 
most intimate relationship. You will 
also be shown the creativity of sexual 
game playing —role playing, costumes, 
unusual places, and more. Learn how 
to have the greatest erotic fun and 
variety through play. 

Order the sex video manuals 

of the 1990's today. Each video is 
approximately 90 minutes. Shipped 
unmarked for your privacy. 


(Mon-Sat 9 a.m. 
to 8 p.m. EST.) 


Mail to: Better Sex Video Series, Suite 309 6555 NW 9th Ave., Ft. Lauderdale, FL 33309 


-: . Video 
| Vol 2, Adv. Sexual Techniques 


Qty. Price Ea. Total 


| Vol. 3, Sex Games and Toys 
Postage & Handling 
Total [$ 


Signature 


[ certify I am at least 21 years of age. 
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LENIN’S RUSSIA: AN OBITUARY 


You've seen the astonishing telecasts: protest marches in Red Square, 
independence strikes in the Ukraine and Lithuania—all unthinkable even 
a year ago. But the new era of freedom in the Soviet Union, writes 
Pulitzer Prize—winning journalist Harrison E, Salisbury, may be under- 
mined by the Russian citizens’ bleak pessimism about their future. “It 
took us 70 years to get into this mess,’ Muscovites are saying. “It will 
take 70 years to get out of it." Salisbury knows the Soviet Union as no 
other American reporter does, and his access to both the highest levels 
of the Kremlin as well as the people in the street guarantees that this 
will be one of the most important articles Penthouse has ever published. 


Among the culprits in the mushrooming $500 billion savings-and-loan 

“=a crisis are one of the President's sons, plenty of greedy, unscrupulous 

businessmen—and one rather infamous U.S. intelligence organization. 

| According to acclaimed financial reporters Stephen Pizzo and Paul Mu- 
“f] olo, “The failures of some federally insured banks and thrifts can be 

++] attributed ... to the activities of freelance C.I.A. operatives who, in the 

mi, course of carrying out covert operations, were looting America’s financial 
i@ institutions.” This exclusive article is another milestone in our proud tra- 
| dition of groundbreaking investigative reporting. 


WORKING WITH A REAL BRAIN SURGEON 


In his latest installment in our “Dangerous Professions” series, reporter 
Laurence Gonzales exposes the most demanding and treacherous of all 
medical disciplines: brain surgery. Accompanying a noted neurosur- 
geon—a specialist in “hopeless cases’—in the operating room and on 
her daily rounds, Gonzales details firsthand the extraordinary stress and 
skill needed to practice this most terrifyingly exacting science. “|! could 
| not help thinking of primitive rituals of human sacrifice,’ he writes of the 
| surgery. “| understood that we were about to enter into the heart of 
| darkness, armed with little else than our wits and fire and a few crude 
} metal implements.” 


FUTURE SHOCK: BRAIN REPAIR 


In the near future, however, the skills of such neurosurgeons will not be 
as vital as they are today. In an excerpt from their forthcoming Fireside/ 
Simon & Schuster book Would the Buddha Wear a Walkman?, science 
reporters Judith Hooper and Dick Teresi introduce us to the almost- 
unbelievable world of brain receptors—which play key roles in anxiety 
and calm, attentiveness, euphoria, introversion and extroversion, sexual 
desire, and sleep and wakefulness. By studying these receptors in the 
lab, scientists are creating a new technology for modulating our inner 
life—including such exotic techniques as implanted computer chips and 
dream-inducing pills. 


THE FALL OF THE DAPPER DON 


He's the darling of the tabloid press, but his days are numbered. John 
Gotti, the notorious “Dapper Don” who became the head of New York's 
most powerful organized-crime family after its boss was murdered in 
cold blood in front of a midtown Manhattan steak house, can fairly be 
7 described as the Latest Media Godfather. According to Ernest Volkman 
and John Cummings, coauthors of the recent eye-opening expose 
4 Goombata (Little, Brown), Gotti is headed for a fall—either by a hit man’s 
©] bullets or by a command performance for a very long term in one of our 
= elite federal institutions. Next month you'll find out why. 
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‘Genul 


.. 4x It tips in at a mere 12 ounces. But it packs a ton of real draft taste. 
| That's because Cold-Filtered™ Miller Genuine Draft is never 
\ a) heat-pasteurized, so it has a rich, smooth flavor Into 
you cant get in ordinary beers. But don't take our 
word for it. Weigh the facts for yourself. The Cold ccna 


oe A 
cH GENS 


1, 


2. 


a rane tar. , 
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aan he taste 
nicotine. that’s right” 
MIC or. VE ( 19 | | 
Carlton To 
__Lmg.tar < 
0.1 mg. nic. 


7 Us. Gov't.Test Method rontirms of all king sott packs: 


King Size Soft Pack: 1 mg. “tar”, 0.1 ma, omer er | ae 
iis aia lpweite FUE withod SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Quitting Smoking 


Now Greatly Reduces Serious Risks to Your Health. 


© The American Tobacco Co. 1990. 
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